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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The Author is induced to publish the foUowix^ 
Tr^edies^ in consequence of the great applause with 
which the representation of" Conrad" was honoured 
at Birmingham. It was, imfortunately, withdrawn from 
Drury Lane Theatre, under the most sanguine expecta- 
tions of its performance at Covent Garden. Those 
expectations having ended in disappointment^ the 
present method of obtaining the public opinion, is 
thi6 only one to which the Author could resort. 

** The Kinsmen of Naples" was fortunate enough 
to meet the entire approbation of the late Miss O^Neil ; 
and 80 long as the Stage possessed so bright an Orna- 
ment, the Author cherished the hope, that the unre- 
mitting kindness, which induced her to patronize talent, 
however humble, and the brilliancy of that genius, 
which shed its lustre upon every star within its hemi- 
sphiere, would have led at length to the representation 
of the heroine, Viola, upon the Stage, and have crowned 
that representation with success. Deprived of the 
strong aid which the Tragedy would have derived 
from the exertion of those extraordinary powers, which 
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IV ADVERTISEMENT. 

fascinated every heart and channed every eye; the 
Author still humbly hopes, thai " Ths Kinsmen of 
Naples" may find favour in the closet. Those who 
have been fortunate enough to witness the soul- 
subduing performances of the enchantress we have 
\o9K niay derive pjL^^ur^ from the perusal o£ a ch^- 
pacter^ which she considered to be calculated for the 
display of the sweetest feminine attributes ; and- the 
conviction that it was so esteemed, by one, whose 
taste and judgment all who know her know tp be 
correct, has encouraged the Author to o£fex it tc^ 
^e Public. 

Divested of all the magic of representation, the 
Tragedy of " Conhad" is presente4 ^ *^® Publip 
under very unfavourable circumstances : the compara- 
tive few who witnessed its performance at Birminghani, 
can aloi^e judge of its claims to stage ejBTect. Many, 
passages atxd sc^n^s wl^ioh now may fail to excite 
interest in the closet, might have gone straight to 
the b^art, I^ad the o'en^astering spells of Mr. Kean's 
genius accompanied the perusal; the strength an4 
richness of Mr. Magrsady's talent visited the imagi- 
nation; or the subduing interest which Mr. Charle$. 
KsMBiiiS ipaparts to his perfpqnances, brought spft 
^d tender recollections to the soul. Sweden wa9 
§dect^d. at the time of the Crusades, for> the scene of 
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tile Biory ; because, as the j^t necessarily involTed the 
iaie of crowned heads, it was thought expedient to 
choose a country whose history was little known at 
that period. If the progress of civilization has been 
anticipated, the Author trusts it is an error easily 
pardoned. To those who object to Conrad's ambitious 
feelings, as unnatural in his situation, the Author need 
only quote Ihe Emperor Maximin, and the history of 
all ages, which furnishes us with examples that high 
aspirings are by no means confined to noble birth. It 
is so well known that the inhabitants of mountainous 
regions acquire an extraordinary degree of knowledge 
from the perusal of the great book of Nature, laid open 
before them; and are so infinitely superior to the 
inhabitants of more populous districts, that no apology 
need be offered for the refinement of Conrad and 
Blanche. 

To Mr. Conway's unremitting kindness, the Author 
is indebted for the representation of " Conrad,*' at 
Birmingham; he readily undertook to read and give 
his opinion of the Play, and from that moment hp 
entered with warmth and animation in its service; 
and all that zeal and talent could effect, he accom- 
plished for its welfare. The Author can only hope 
that its performance has not, in any degree, injured 
his reputation. 
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Vi ADVERTISEMENT. 

To*Mrs. BtifNN tbe Author likewise begs leave to 
present' the warmest and most grateful thanks for 
the strong support which she gave to a character 
unworthy of her. talents ; and Mr. Pope, Mrs. Weston, 
Mr. Thosnton, and all the other performers in the 
Tragedy, arie requested to accept the Author's sincere 
gratitude for their assistance. 

The Aiithbr's obligations to Mr. Bunn are inex- 
pressible; in addition to the benefit which the Tragedy 
derived from the emendations of his elegant pen, he 
gave it every advantage of scenery and music, which it 
could have received from a London Theatre. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



MEN. 

Conrad ^ • by ......•• Mr. Conway. 

Count Woldemar Mr. Pope. 

Count Leopold Mr. Smith. 

Monk Mr. Thornton. 

Marc^ «-«^^ •.,.,... jfip. FooTE. 

\$t Outlaw • Mr. Leon i Lee. 

2<i OutUm .%..• Mr. Bedford. 

l$t Feasant Mr. Chamberlain. 

^d Feasant • • • • Mr. Cooke. 

Soldier •• Mr. Meehan. 

Keeper of the Prison • • • ^ • • • • Mr. C01.1.1ER. 

WOMEN. 

Blanche • • • by Mrs. Bunn. 

Herminia -•.....••. Mrs. Weston. 

Adelheid Miss Leigh. 

Christine* - -^- • • • • Miss Marshall. 



Soldiers, Peasants, Outlaws, &c. 
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ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 

A bold rocky Shore, with a distant View of the City of 
Stockholm: to the right the Ramparts of a Castle: 
a small Fleet, which get under weigh during the scene, 
appear in the offing, and the front is filed with Soldiers, 
in the act of embarkation^ 

Chorus. 
Oh, Sweden ! mncli loved native land ! 

With grief our throbbing bosoms sWelU 
To leave thy wild romantic strand. 

And breathe to thee a long fieureweU. 
How sweet, throughout the summer day. 

To sleep beside thy crystal fountains. 
Or dare the raging stag at bay^ 

In winter, on thy snow-clad mountains ! 
Dear native land, a tear will start 

To dim the roughest warrior's eye. 
And e'en the rudest, sternest heart 

Will half reluctant heave a sigh. 

B 
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Yet these soft strains but ill become 
The souls to martial glory given, 
Oh, what are parents ! kindted ! home ! 
To those who wage the war of heaven ? 
And blessed are they- who brave the sea, 
To set the holy temple free : 

Jerusalem! Jemsalem! 
We fight ! we bleed ! we die for thee ! 
Unnumber'd gold crescents lie strewed on the sand. 
And the red cross for ever reigns over the land. 
Oh ! blessed 9tre they who brpive the sea. 
To set the holy temple free : 

Jerusalem! Jerusalem! 
We fight ! we bleed ! we die for thee ! 

\Tht soldiers exeunt in the boats Mth ihe 
cadence of tJke music. ' • •^' 
Enter LEov^vDdndtkeMovk.' • '' 
Leo I cannot join in these exulting strsdns ; ^ \ 
My blood is stagnant, and my heavy soul • ^ • ^ 
Is spiritless and dull, ph^ Adelheid ! 
Without a gloam -of hope to ei^i^er pay b^eart, . , 
Must, must i leave thee ? - . , 

Monk. ; My ^^^^ '' Gqunt Lepp^^l^J 

This moodvfioirow iUrbeseems the chief 

•( . < 'I -' - • 

Of yon prouifl ja^rmamei^t^ ojrda^ied Iw Heaven . 
To plant the Christian banner on the laud 
By infidels defiled ; this high, emprise . , .^ . 

Should rQjqi^e a warrior's spuL Great Sweden's chief 
Should scorn the soft mid rosy bonds of love. 
Oh! cast the]q% pflF;; or, if thy doating be^rt 
Still to thine idol cUngs, think that renown 
Alone can win t^e d^ug^t^r pf a Hxig 
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To bless a iubject's arms. Thou wilt return 
Arrayed in glory ; for the saints will smile 
Upon their votary. Thy pious zeal 
Shall reap a rich reward-^ fair Adelheid! 

Leo. That sweet/ that magic name inspires my soul 
With new-bom hope ; I will deserve the love 
The gentle princess does not now disdain 
To lavish on her most unworthy slave. 
And e'en her fadter, even Sweden's king. 
Shall own my claim, when laden with the spoil 
Of eastern sultans^ and my brows enwreathed 
With laurels gathered in fair Palestine, 
I dare aspire to gain a royal bride. 
Oh ! holy father ! guide ! instructor ! friend ! 
But for thy counsels, I had tamely sighed 
In dull obscurity, nor sought the field 
Where rival nations, leagued in friendly bonds. 
Combat the foes of Heaven ! 

Monk. And thou shalt share 

Their immortality, be blessed on earth ; 
And when this feverish dream of life iii o'l^r^; 
Enter the bowers of bliss, by angels decked- 
¥oT those they love. . But see, the princesB.cten^ : 
To weep a fond adieu. Arouse ! aroiiscii - . !....>: : 
And bear this separation like .a man*. . :\:r 

Enter AD^hu^iD, from a postern beneath the ramparts. 

Leo. My Adelheid t I jfe^tl thoQ wQui^tjOiOt come. 
Tis past the hoiHr ; <my vstssolis ait^ on board/ 
The envious wind, blows fair for Pakstitie, 
And I dareionly breathe a ipactin^ sigh, / .. 
And an^itcb a lairt embrace*! Stidsi dioU repent . 
Thy promised booot:? i ; ■. ,■ i* 
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AdeL Oh no^ my Xeopold ! 

My soul was with thee, but, too closely watched, 
I dared not venture. In that precious hour 
I've lost a treasure which whole years of pomp 
And glittering pageantry can ne'er repay. 
Tis idle mockery all ; the feeling heart 
Demands affection, and one love-fraught sigh. 
One glance from eyes which beam with tenderness, 
Is worth the homage of a thousand slaves. 

Leo. Oh think for ever thus ! in distant climes. 
In sorrow, in despair, the memory 
Of thee beloved shall cheer my aching heart. 
And nerve my languid frame ; and, in the hour 
Of victory, still, still the thought of thee 
Shall reign triumphant in my faithful breast. 

jidel, I must believe thee ; — and no dread of change, 
No fear of falsehood, e'er shall add a pang 
To those which absence gives ; thy natal rocks, 
Tho* bleak and sterile, will to thee be dear, 

« 

Amid the gorgeous skies, the sun-blest vales. 
Teeming with' spicy odours, which the land. 
The flower-decked golden land of Asia boasts. 
I know thou wilt be true ; yet is my mind 
Oppressed ivith dire forebodings, which in vain 
I strive to quell. Our valleys smile in peace ; 
But reft of all their warriors, soon the torch 
Of cruel war, lit by the furious Dane, 
May blaze anew. ' The pillars of our house 
Have long since sought the fields of Palestine, 
And, fired by thy example, all the flower 
Of Sweden's youth now seek that holy shore. 

Leo. Oh oelm thy terrors, love ! the Danish king 
Is bound by solemn treaties ; and the foe, ^ 
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The dark domestic traitor, whose fierce mind 

Threatened the land with blood, now languishes 

In foreign climes. If a single cloud 

Obscured the sunshine of my native skies^ 

Not even the holy cause could tempt my steps 

To rove in search of glory. iBoat returns. 

Monk. Noble count! 

Thy bark attends thee, and thy gallant fleet 
Now spreads its canvass to the favouring gale. 

Adel. You must not leave me, dearest Leopold ! 
My resolution melts ! I cannot say 
Farewell ! that dark despairing sound 
Would shoot an icebolt thro' my throbbing heart ! 
To morrow ! Oh, to morrow ! not to day. 

Monk. Nay, this is weakness ; throw away the spear, 
And doff thine armour, for it ill befits 
The feeble slave of love. Thy warlike, brave, 
Chivakous band, await their leader ; 
But a woman's tears 

Leo. Oh no, my Adelheid ! 

It may not be ; my reputation bleeds 
At every fond delay. Farewell ! farewell ! 
Oh ! I must rush from these entwining arms. 
Or be spell-bound for ever. 

Adel. Leopold ! Leopold ! Oh, fly me not ! 
Yet stay, my selfish heart; — go, go, 'tis glory calls. 
And I must not revoke its mighty summons. 

Monk. Fly, fly, and leave the princess to my care. 

[Adelheid faints. 

Leo. One last, last look, and now for Palestine. 

[Exit Leopold. 

Monk. The genius who presides o'er bold exploits 
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Smiles on my enterprise, and smooths my path. 
This opportunity *« most fit — it shall be used. 
His bark has passed the rock's projecting point : 

[He whistles: enter several Ovr laws. 
Now, now, my trusty myrmidons, appear ! 
Bear her away ! Rodolphus, see the guard 
Is doubled at our cave. 

[Exeunt Outlaws, bearing Adelheid. 
Why this is well ; 
It stirs the laay current in my veins. 
The fatal strife 's begun; hands, heart, and brain. 
Again have work. It glads my soul to see 
The human puppets moving at my will. 
Let others tame the wild Norwegian boar. 
And hunt the savage monarch of the woods : 
I seek a nobler prey — my game is man ! 
Yon love-sick fool crowds all his eager sails 
To fatten vultures in a foreign land : 
And soon my nod shall crumble to the dust 
A mighty throne. Awake ! thou craven king ! 
Or slumber on ; it is thy destiny ; 
And thou wouldst vainly strive against thy fate. [Exit. 

SCENE II. 

A Hall in Count Woldemar's Castle. 
Enter Cownf Woldemar flwd Christine. 

Count. When went your lady forth ? 

Cbris^ At early dawn ; 

Soon as the convent bell for matins rung. 
She sought the altar of our patron saint, 
Aad has not yet letufned. 
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Count. Oh ! hear her, Heaven ! 

Reward Herminia's piety and truth. 
And crown her days with peace and happiness. 
I cannot stay to bid my love farewell ; 
With thee, Christine, I leave my fond adieus. 
And charge thee to amuse the weary hours^ 
Which must elapse ere we can meet again. 
With jocund songs and cheerful revelry. 
Let her not leave these mirth-inspiring bowers. 
To wander on the melancholy beach, 
Or 'mid the convent's dull and gloomy cells 
Weep and lament, until her lord return. [EitV. 

Chris, Weep and lament until her lord return ? 
It is not thus Herminia wastes her hours ; 
And much I question if the holy saint 
Have e'er been troubled with a prayer from her. 
Yet where she bends her steps, or who beguiles 
With tender tales her hours of solitude, 
I've yet to learn. — The peasant Conrad ? No. 
It cannot be ; though nature's favoured son. 
With beauty glowing on his manly cheek. 
And heaven-bom genius sparkling in his eyes. 
And love, more ardent than the blazing sun, 
Filling his veins and burning in his breast ; 
Her haughty soul could never stoop so low. 
Perchance the man of mystery, the Monk, 
Whose youthful step belies the aged form 
That might deceive less prying eyes than mine. 
She comes ! My silence and my services 
Must be the purchase of her confidence. 



8 CONRAD ; OR, THE USURPER. 

Enter Herminia. 

Was 't some tinlooked for message from the king. 
Some fearful news, that called my lord away? . 
Was his brow smooth^ or did his eyes disclose 
The strugglfes of a mind but ill at ease ? 
Speak ! speak ! I charge thee, tell me ! 

Chris, His brow was all imruffled, and his mien 
Retained its wonted calmness. 

Her, Then all 's safe ! 

Had the most distant rumour reached his ear, 
It would have planted care upon his cheek. 

Chris. I framed the usual falsehood to excuse 
Your long protracted absence^ and received 
For you a thousand tender messages. 

Her, Peace ! 

Name them not ; his love is hateful to me. 
He should have sought a soil and tender soul. 
An unambitious partner, like himself. 
I would be a queen ! 

Oh wonder, Christine^ my thoughts have soared 
To such a height, for I have hopes ere long 
To hear thee hail me by that sacred name. 

Chris. On what foundation can that hope find rest? 
The king, though past his prime, intends to wed. 
But holy vows have bound you to his friend ; 
And rumour mates him with a royal bride. 

Her. Christine, no royal bride awaits the king ; 
He treads upon his grave, and Sweden's crown 
Is destined to encircle younger brows. 
Tis an old tale, but I will tell it thee : — 
Some twenty years ago our Danish foes 
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Invaded Sweden ; Casimir then reigned. 

And perished bravely in his country's cause : 

The queen in terror, with her infant son. 

Fled from the conqueror — fled to distant wilds — 

Where her cold corse, mangled by savage beasts. 

Was soon discovered. 

Chris. But her child ! her son ! 

Her. His hapless fate was veiled in darkest clouds*— 
No trace of him remained : yet for long years 
AH Sweden cherished a fallacious hope 
That by some miracle he was preserved. 
Our present king was next of blood, and claimed 
The vacant throne ; his reign draws to a close, 
An heir will soon be found. 

Chris. Then what becomes 

Of the king's nephew, crafty Sigismund, 
Whose crimes have banished to far distant realms ? 
He will not tamely see the crown of Sweden 
Tom from his eager grasp by an impostor ; 
For such I deem this new found heir must be. 
Whom, to abet some sinister design. 
The Monk — if Monk he be, which much I doubt — 
Will for a time exalt to Sweden's throne. 

Her. Your guess is near the truth ; the hooded Monk 
Is not what he appears. Hist ! some one comes. 
In to my chamber ; there I will unfold 
The secret means by which I hope to gain 
The long, long wished for prize — a diadem. [^Exeunt. 
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SCENE TIL 

Wild Rocks and Mountains. 
Co NBA D discovered in a Peasants Dress. 

Conrad. Ye cooling breezes, fan my burning brows. 
Disperse these feverish dreams, and quench the flame 
Which hidden lives vrithin me. In my breast 
I nourish JEtna — nights in vigils past, 
Penance, and prayer. All that mortality 
Could do Pve done to school my rebel heart, 
But 'twill not be controlled. Consumed by love. 
She must return my passion, or I die. 
Ah ! wherefore do I live to curse the fjite 
That binds me to the dust beneath her feet? 
Deprived of all that renders it a blessing. 
Why should I cling to life ? My soul disdains 
The narrow sphere to which it is condemned ; 
Hope ! honour ! glory ! fame ! a name to dazzle. 
Astonish, or affright an awe-struck world. 
Oh ! are ye all denied me ? Must this garb. 
These vile plebeian weeds, disgrace for ever [them ? 
The struggling heart which swells veith shame beneath 
Cannot I burst these slavish bonds, and rise 
Above the meanness of a peasant's state? 
Or must this bold adventurous spirit. 
Whose thirst for glory nothing can subdue. 
Languish and pine in torpid dull repose ? 

£/i/er Blanche. 

Bl. Why have you left the lovely smiling vale. 
Whose dew-bespangled flowers our snowy flocks^ 
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Delight to crop, for these wild craggy rocks ? 
Has cultivated nature lost its charms 
For thee, my Conrad ? 

Con. These barren mountains. 

Upon whose rugged sides nor tree, nor flower 
Has ever bloomed or withered, well befit 
The gloomy mind on whom all nature's gifts 
Are vainly lavished. 

Bl, Thy Blanche's hands have decked 
Her favourite bower with rosy garlands. 
And spread a feast upon the velvet turf; 
Wilt thou not honour it? 

Con. Retire, my Blanche, 

To softer scenes, where innocent delights 
Court tliy young heart — and leave me to despair — 
To the wild thoughts which haunt my troubled soul. 
And urge it even to the brink of madness. 

BL Oh, Conrad ! I beseech thee quit this place, 
And banish from thy mind the discontent 
Whose deadly venom poisons aU our peace. 
I will not leave you in this dreary glen ; 
For I have often heard that evil spirits. 
In these wild solitudes, have power to tempt 
To guilt and misery the moody wretch 
Who scorns the state allotted him by Heaven. 

Coiu Dismiss these idle fears ; my weak complaints 
Canneither re^ch the wide concave of heaven. 
Or pierce the depths of hell ! I am a worm 
Too insignificant for the regards 
Of fiend or angel ! Leave me for awhile 
To this beloved solitude : indeed 
ril quickly follow thee ! 
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Bl. Oh ! my Conrad ! 

How art thou changed ! I would fain forget them : 
But busy memory will recall those days. 
Those blissful days, when Blanche could chase away 
Each cloud that hovered on her Conrad's brow. 
I will obey thee, since thou dost desire 
My absence ; though fearful thoughts assail me, 
And warning voices seem to bid me stay. 
And guard thee from thy direst enemy — thyself! 

Con, You wrong me, Blanche, with these foreboding 
thoughts. 

JSL Could I recall those days of dear delight, 
In whidi my spring of feeling passed away, . 
I should not now droop in its autumn's bUght. * 
Canst thou forget the wild enchanting scenes 
That filled the landscape of our early loves ? 
How from our slumber have we stolen away 
To woo the breezy morning ; from yon hill 
Surveyed the glories of this mighty world. 
Spanned by the azure canopy of heaven. 
Yet clasped our own world closer in our arms ? 
Pve gazed upon them, and then turned to thee. 
As dearer than them all. 
How have we lingered till declining day 
Grew grey upon our sight ! Oh ! my Conrad ! 
Hast thou forgot the magic of those days ? 

Con. Believe me, Blanche, I have not. Tell me why, 
Why wilt thou torture me with such rude fears. 
That seem as they were nurtured by suspicion ? 
Some venturous thoughts 111 name to thee anon 
Will crowd upon my mind ; but still believe 
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They cannot banish the enraptured theme 
On which thou dwell'st so sweetly. 

BL Ah, Conrad ! on the tablet of my heart 
Its memory occupies the greenest spot. 
When thou wert from me, for I oft have sat 
On my lone couch, wrapt up in busy thought. 
Till fancy sickened at her own creations. 
When the soft wind came lining in mine ear, 
I've deemed it as the prelude to some storm, 
In which thou wert forsaken ! 
When evening came, and on the ocean shore 
I've wandered late, and gazed upon the wave. 
Whose ripple wantoned in the moonbeam's smile, 
I thought how we had witnessed it together. 
Oh, Heaven ! my soul is ever filled with thee. 
Absent or present. — Why, then, when we meet, 
(Alas ! 'tis seldom now !) art thou so cold ? 
Must this lost, desolated heart feel pride 
Only as some crushed city, which from dust 
Lifts up its broken turrets to proclaim 
Mid present misery its former bliss ? [ness, 

Con. No more, dear Blanche ! Thy sweet persuasive- 
Which from thy Ups steals softly as the drops 
Of pearly dew on the carnation's leaf. 
Melts my wild soul to feeling — once again ! 
I own my heart a truant. [^Aside.'\ Deceitful passion ! 
Why to a mind so innocent and pure 
Dost thou still doke thy hard and blackened core ? 
Blanche and Herminia ! No more, or it will madden me. 
Retire, my Blanche ! My warped misgiving mind 
Would from itself awhile abstracted be. 
And court the calm of nature. 
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Bl. My presence shall not even seem to chide thee. 
I go, and only wish thee to beUeve 
I have no thought from thee that 's disunited. 
Ah me ! I fear — — 
(And 'tis a fear by lore alone inspired,) 
Thy heart is somewhat altered. 
I will not seek to know the busy pangs 
That find a fatal shelter in' thy breast ; 
Though^ I would gladly mitigate their strife. 
Farewell, my Conrad ! Till thou dost return 
To our calm dwelling, in whose heart of shade 
Thou and thy every sorrow may repose. 
Until again I hear the wonted note. 
Whose music oft hath stolen away my soul, 
I will but waft to those blue climes of bUss, 
Where mercy wipes away the tender tear 
Which glistens on the lid of innocence. 
One constant, htvent prayer for thee — 
Tis this-— [Croei up to him, and looks far a few moments 
in his face, then rushes from him, exoifUmtHg, ^ 
God bless thee ! [Exit Blanche. 

Con. m not endure a hfe of vain desires. 
Delusive hopes, and fruitless expectations ; 
Nor longer pine my very soul away 
For unattainable delight. 
Oh ! I will fly to some lone wilderness. 
Which eye hath never pierced, nor foot hath trod. 
There to the Ustening wind lament my fate, 
And die pronouncing loved Hermiinia s name. 

[The Monk riicsfrom' behifkd a rock 

Monk. Live for her sake ; Let fancy reign and revel ; 
Indulge the wildest wish thy thoughts e'er formed^ 
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Heiminia and a crown ; for both are thine. 
If thou darest pluck them from the pinnacle 
On which they are exalted. 

Con. Who art thou ? 

Who dares to trifle with my misery? 
Herminia and a crown ! were those thy words ? 
Or has imagination conjured up 
That form and voice 1 

Monk. They are no phantasy; 

I am Herminia's friend^ her friend and thine. 
These rocks were not the only witnesses 
Of thy despair ; I heard the bitter sighs. 
The agonizing throbs thy struggling spirit 
Could not repress ; I heard and pitied them ; 
And will point out the briUiant path to fame, 
Herminia, and a crown ! 

Con. Thou art indeed a friend, and yet thy words 
^ Are scarcely credible. A crown for me ? 
Tell me of tpils and dangers ; things which seem 
^ To human eyes impossible ; exploits 
That would shame the most heroic actions 

« 

Upon the world's bright records ; fearful deeds. 
At which aught less than demi-god might start ; 
And thi^;bold hand, and this determined heart. 
Shall overcome them all ! 

Monk. Thou wilt not shrink 

When I 'propose the means to gain a crown? 
No, no ; I read thy purpose in thine eyes. 
What has for twenty years implanted thorns 
Upon the royal couch ? The doubtful fate 
Of one too near the throne ; that boy's escape 
From d^tb by savage beasts, or famine's rage. 
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All Swedens sons with confidence believe. 

Sybils and saints have filled the vulgar ear 

With eager hopes : Conrad, you guess the rest. 

These hopes must be fulfilled, these prophecies 

Accomplished : though no drop of royal blood 

Flies through thy veins, or warms thy dauntless heart. 

Art thou less qualified to be a king? [ears 

Con. Peace, tempter, peace ! I dare not trust mine 
To thine accursed project. Shall I stain 
These guiltless hands with blood ? Turn traitor, rebel ? 
Murder my king, and steal his subjects' hearts 
With dastard lies, too flimsy to deceive 
Au&:ht $ave the meanest rabble in his realm? 

Mo«*. This virtuous indignation wen become- 
The lawless lover of Herminia's charms — 
The discontented man, who spumed his fate. 
And called on Heaven and Hell to succour him. 
What, didst thou think that kings would bow to thee. 
And offer thee their thrones ? That diadems 
Were won without a crime ? Enjoy, proud fool. 
The self-approval of thy coward mind ; 
And when thou seest some less fastidious youth 
Swa^ng a sceptre by Herminia's side. 
Curse thy base heart, whose mean suggestions 
Kept thee in servile chains, to swell with envy 
At greatness which thou darest not imitate. 

Con. Give me a task worthy a noble mind ! 
Send me to fight against the elements. 
Encounter monsters strange and horrible. 
Meet death in every shape, my soul shall rise 
Above mortality, and brave them all. 

Monk. What task so worthy of a noble mind 
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As that which now invites thee ? 

Sweden totters on the brink of ruin, 

And calls aloud upon each patriot heart 

To save her sons from abject slavery. 

The king in mind and soul is all too weak 

To combat with his wily Danish foes. 

And those who should support a sinking state. 

Are waging holy wars in Palestine. 

Oh Sweden ! Oh, my country ! must thou fall ? 

Is there no hero in thine ample realm 

Whose arm shall shield thee from impending fate ? 

Con. Mine be that arm ! mine be the dauntless heart, 
Which, braving every danger, every death. 
Shall animate my gallant countrymen 
To deeds whose glory shall amaze mankind. 
And render Sweden empress of the world ! 
Lead on ! lead on ! PU follow thee. [Exeunt. 



END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACT THE SECpND. 

SCENE I. 

The Inside of a Cave, with an opening towards tlie Sea; 
several Outlaws are discovered Drinking. 

ChoriLs. 
Merrily, merrily troll the glee, 

The richly mantling goblet drain ; 
Another day we may not see. 

We may not quaff our wine again. 

Perchance a narrow, nameless grave, 

May be to-morrow's only boon, 
O'er each cold corse may dark weeds wave. 

And gaunt wolves bay the waning moon. 

Merrily, merrily troll the glee. 

Then, reckless if the future hours 
With weal or woe our toils repay. 

We 11 gaily pluck in festal bowers 
The rose of pleasure, whilst we may. 

Merrily, merrily troll the glee. 

Enter the Monk and Conrad, through the Cave. 

Monk. Behold the firm supporters of our cause ! 
Bold spirits, who have dyed their glittering blades 
In the best blood of their antagonists ! 



>? 
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cokrad; or, the usurper. 18 

Co7i. A desperate band of midnight robbers, 
Hardened in guilt, and seared against remorse — 
But well adapted to a deed so foul ; V^ 

It shuns the light of heaven ; and, deep in caves, 
Hides its dark visage from the eye of day. *" 

Monk. Why do you bend your flashing eyes on earth* 
And turn in sullen scorn your head away 
From friends on whom alone your hopes can rest? 

Con. I crave your pardon ; I will learn to greet 
My villanous associates with smiles. 
Forgive the weak remains of sinking virtue. 
Which starts at sight of her determined foes. 
Heavens ! am i leagued with earth's detested outcasts — 
Dependent on base wretches I despise — 
For the rich guerdon which my fancy decked 
In such enchanting colours ? Show me vice 
In a less hideous shape ! my soul recoils 
From sin in its unveiled deformity. 

Monk. Weak enthusiast ! these fantastic scruples ^ 
Betray a nerveless vacillating mind. 
Unfit for any great or noble action. 
What boots it that our tools are somewhat rough, 
if they effect our purpose ? Worthy friends. 
Retire awhile. [^Exeuttt Outlavps. 

Now, Conrad, take thy choice ; 
Ketum to vent thy querulous complaints 
In desert wastes, and hide thy blushing head 
From bitter, keen, deserved contumely ; 
Or soar at once to fortune's topmost height. 

Con. Oh ! thou hast raised a storm within my breast- 
Hast kindled flames fierce and unquenchable. 
Too strong for human virtue to allay ! 
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Yet, 'mid the fury of contending passions, 
The warning voice of conscience will be heard ; 
It bids me fly to earth's extremest verge, 
And shmi temptation which I cannot brave. 
Go^ seek another more inured to sin ; 
Leave me the pathless, unfrequented wild, 
Where I may waste the short remains of life 
In unembittered, peaceful soUtude. 

Monk. Herminia 

Con. Be merciful, and spare me ! 

Bring not her image to my mental sight, 
Dazzling with beauty, and arrayed in smiles ! 
One tender glance would melt my best resolves, 
And bind me in her rosy chains for ever. 
I must away, for flight alone can save me. 

Enter Herminia. 

Her. Stay, Conrad, stay ! 

Fonsake me not in this momentous hour ! 
I deem all earthly treasures worthless things. 
Unless presented by the hand of love ! 

Con. The heavenly form which oft in blissful dreams 
Imparted hope to my desponding heart. 
Oh, does it waking greet my raptured sight? 
Or has some airy phantom mocked my sense? 
Speak to me ; speak again, enchanting vision !— 
Behold me at thy feet ; and hear me swear. 
By all that love has ever dared and suffered, 
Ne'er to forsake thee, till the trump of death 
Shall call my spirit to another world. 

Her. Actions, not words, must prove the test of love ! 

Con. Oh, let my actions speak my soul's devotion. 
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Ask what thou wilt, all the broad globe can give ; 

A mind ambitious of terrestrial glory ; 

AU that the beadsmen preach of future bliss ; 

My happiness on earth ; all^ all 

m freely sacrifice — thy radiant smiles 

My rich reward. 

Her. I will accept thy vows : 

Haste to the field, and win a regal crown, 
Nor doubt the love that shall repay the gift. 

Con. Herminia's love ! at those celestial sounds 
New life, new vigour springs within my breast ! 
Thy magic voice dispels all gloomy thoughts ; 
The world, my sickly fancy deemed a grave. 
Now seems a smiUng vale bedecked with flowers. 

Monk* Say, dost thou now repent the childish folty 
Which prompted thee to spurn the cup of bliss. 
By fortune offered to thy favoured lip? 

Con. I was not bom to be a peasant slave ! 
The lofty mind, the proud ambitious hearty 
Were not bestowed in tain. To hesitate^ 
Would be an act so mean and dastardly, 
Indignant fortune never could forgive it. 
To share Herminia's fate is all I ask. 
Oh! can an angel lead to aught save heaven? 
She is my guiding star, her beaming eyes 
The brilliant lamps that light me on to fame. 

Monk: Theh let us boldly seize the present hour. 
The king, unconscious of the coming storm, 
In blind security ha)9 left hiis court ; 
His glittering train, composed of carpet knights, 
Though strong in numbers, are unused to war. 
And cannot Cope witb our stout lion hearts. 
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Con^ Beloved Herminia f hopes of future blis9 
Must gild the parting hour ; I will return 
A sceptered monarch, or a breathless corse ^ 
Too happy, even in death, if thou wilt lave 
My bleeding wounds with thy soft balmy tears. 

Her. Farewell ! farewell ! we must, must meet again f 
In that proud moment I will hail thee king ! 
Go on ! assured of certain victory. 

[Exeunt Conrad, Monk, and Herminia. 

Enter Adelheio. 

AdeL Oh Leopold ! prophetic were the fears 
That chilled me at our parting; yet, ala&! 
I cannot pierce the dark mysterious veil 
Which shrouds my destiny. Why was I hither brought ? 
And for wha| purpose am I now detained ? 
In vain I strive to sooth me with the thought 
That chance directed to the desert shore 
A wandering outlawed hand, who, in the, hope 
Of plunder, only seized the JQwfeUed prize. 
But my foreboding heart tells ixie of plpt» 
Against my father's life, and darkly shapes. ; 
A horrid phantom to appal my soul. 
The cavern seems deserted — Aid me, Heayen! . 
And guide ine on my fearful pilgrimage !. 

[She attempts to escape through the chasm; but is 
detained by an Outlaw, who enters fronjt the 
shore. . [attempt 

Out. Back, back, you muslt not pads; this rash 
Your fate will but accelerate. One step 
Advance not, for your life ! 

AdeL ' Oh, I amdesperj^te! 
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And life within this dreary sepulchre 

Seems most unnatural. Then give me death ; 

Twill be an act of mercy. 

Outlaw. Begone, I say ! 

Back to your cell, weak, foolish woman ! 
Why do you urge me to exert my strength 
Against your feebleness ? 

{I'he Outlaw attempts to force Jdelheid 
across the stage ; she screams. 

Enter Conrad. 
Was it Herminia's voice ? A woman's shrieks 
Assailed mine ears. 

\_Conrad dashes the Outlaw to the ground; 
Adelheidjlies through the chasm. 
Thou dastard, bite the dust ! 
Grovd upon the surface of the earth. 
E'en with thy kindred reptiles ; man disdalhs 
To own thee as his fellow. Oh^ Uerminia ! 
How potent are thy spells ! Love, love alone 
Could reconcile this lofty towering soul t? 

To owe its exaltation to a tool 
So abject and so base. Down, busy. spirit ! 
Silence thy raven's croak ; I must be great. 
Or live the scorn of men. Away ! away ! 
No coward terrors shall appal my mind. \_Exit. 

SCENE II. 

Blanche's Cottage. 

Enter Blanche. 

BL Where shall I go ? Where is the blessed spot 
In which my miseries may shelter find ? 
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Deserted? Yes^ I am ; I am deserted : 

I dare hot longer sooth my throbbing breast 

With hope's fair shadow ; yet it will not break. 

Life lingers still 'mid the intensity 

Of anguish and despair. Impossible ! 

It is impossible : no human heart 

But would be melted by the ardent love, 

The deep devoted passion, that I feel. 

Oh ! with what wasting prodigality 

I've lavished love ! life ! soul ! upon this man ! 

Pity and gratitude, a word, a look,. 

I ask but in return. Is there no spell, 

No witchcraft, in this mad idolatry. 

To win so poor a boon i And must I die 

Despised, forgotten? Oh, the agony. 

The horror of these thoughts ! Forgive me. Heaven I 

This wild impatience of thy will : perchance 

Tis meant in kindness as a punishment 

For some unknown and disregarded sin. 

I'll tea¥ him from my memory, and dwell 

On holier subjects. Ha ! what stir is that 

At such an hour? It is, it is his step ; 

I hear it even on the mossy heath ; — 

A dull, faint sound ; but sweeter to mine ear. . 

Than the glad carol of the bird of heaven. 

[Knocking. 

With what a full and palpitating heart 

I rush into thy sight ! — Marcoff, is it you ? 

Enter Marcoff. 

Mar. 'Tis somewhat late, sweet Blanche ; and these 
old limbs 
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Are wearied with the lonely midnight walk : 

Yet as I feared that melancholy thoughts 

Would keep thee waking, I am come to sooth 

These heayy hours of darkness. Thou hast been 

To me a daughter ! Severed from the world, 

From all the swe^t and tender ties of life^ 

By holy duties, thy aiFection cheered 

A soul that loved its fellow-creatures — joyed 

To see the opening bud of youth expand — 

And nurtured every flower of promised sweetness. 

BL Good Marcoff ! to the orphan tiiou hast been 
A tender parent. Since my father's death 
Thou hast supplied his place ; and could thine arms 
Have sheltered me in sorrow/ I bad been 
Amid the happy. But, alas ! tiiou knowest 
This is a world of storms ; the mountain pine 
And the low violet alike involved, 
When falls the sweeping avafanche. 

Mar. My child I 

Thou art all goodness, sweetness, puriity'; 
Yet I have long with grief beheld thy spill ' ; 

Nourish a fatal sensibility.-— 
I must confess I should have earlier sought 
To counteract its powerful influence. 
And taught thee to subdue it ; but I hoped 
Thy lot in life was cast amid the blest ; 
I dreamed not of the evil that, I fear. 
Will call for more than woman's fortitude^ 

BL And art thou come to tell me of despair ? 
Has he then shown such marked indifference. 
That all the world have babbled in thine ear 
My cruel loss ? Oh ! rather, rather say 
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That I am petulant — demand too much 
From his free spirit — any, every thing — 
Except that he is false. 

Mar. Oh, I had hopes that when the quiet grave 
Opened its arms to shield me from the blight 
Of this world's desolation, I should leave 
All that 1 loved in thee secure from ill ; 
That when the storm was up, and from afar 
The winds of faction sent their voices forth, 
To cheer the fiends of war, on Conrad's breast 
Thou migjitst have calmly stolen to thy peace,, 
And sheltered firom its fury ! 

Bl. Will he not 

Fulfil his oaths, and prove^ when thou art gone, 
A tender gutoiian to thy hapless Blanche?. 
Oh ! thou has^t seen him ^-r* he has sent thtough thee . 
His parting words — J ^U'lioitrhear thee speak y -. 
From his own lips alone the. killing sounds; • 
Shall reach mine ears i and 'then my tears, my si^8> 
The warm fond pleadings of my love, shall win . 
Upon his heart, and .force him to recant. 

Mar. Oh, Blanche ! thou hast a dreadfo} ial^ loilearii. 

BL Speak, if it:be. of Conrad- - >" '» • : : . 

Mar. Toihis comaitry, . -: , ; > :' 

And unto thee, a guilty, double traitor ! i ^ • 
Traitor to it — but trebly so to thee — 
Won by the arts of a designkig/Mook, . :■..,:. 
And lured by mad ambitious vanity, . . ,t>i 
He leaves his home, to join the rebel ckin 
Now flying over Sweden. 

Bl. Marcoff, .'tis fnke ! 

Do not beUeve it; thouhastJoeonldeceived'.* 
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By Conrad's enemies and thine. In faith^ 

Vm very glad I bade thee speak— my fear 

Had framed some horror not impossible. 

A deed so base and treacherous ? Oh no ! 

My Conrad 's wronged, and he may love me stilL 

Mar. Fain would I be, like thee, deceived, my child ^ 
But nought save certainty had oped my lips 
To wound thy gentle spirit. He has fallen-- 
Fallen^ I fear, for ever— from the height 
Of honour and of virtue ; he has drawn 
The rebel sword against his country's peace ; 
Debased by selfish passions^ he would rise : 
Upon the wreck of all that should he dear 
And holy in his eyes. Oh, cursed in heaven, 
Abhorred on earth, be he, whose savage heart 
Can fen the horrid flame of civil war, 
Urge the unnatural combat Against the. laud . ' > > . ^ 

That gave him birth— for wealthy orpowier,. or f^jmei.. •: 
If Conrad be this wretch- 



■*««■ 



BL ) ) . In mercy hdd I - A 

He may repent; we'll pray for him, good father. .^i- 
Who cpuld have thought^ that saw the morning dawki .7 
Of our fond loves, the eve would darken thufr? > ; /; 
I will go forth ; 111 seek him. iia the wilds . . . . v ' > 
Where desolation marks him for its prey \ * 
Though warring elements around me ]beat, ' W: 

And storms oppose my passage, I will fly. 
And stop not till I see— ■^— . : » . 

[^EtUer Conrad ; Blaache wreamSf and 
then exuUingly cries^ 
Old man, you trifle with me ! . ^ 
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Con. The mind that 's bent on action should not stoop 
To any call of feeling ; but I come 

[^Blanche eagerly, "] To bless or curse me ? 

Con. I would not wrong thy gentle bosom, Blanche* 
With bland deceit — know me for what I am. 
Whether 'twas sanctioned by my natal star, 
Or later fortune decked me with her smiles^ 
I reck not — but my destiny 's decreed. 

BL I thought it had been long ; I was deceived ; 
My female weakness droops beneath the blow — 
Yet no. 111 not believe it —I have ^leard 
Some busy rumours that have wronged thy name : 
Tell me^ my Conrad, can thy noble heart 
Tread on thy coimtry's freedom? Canst thou bathe 
These peaceful huts in blood, to gain a name 
E'en by its glory infamous? Alas ! 
There is some fearful purpose o'er thy brow^ 
Passing in horrid strife ! ITl ga^e upon thee— 
Should I behold one shadow-of a thought 
Adverse to virtue dare approach to cast 
Its baleful hue on thy pure forehead, thus. 
With my wild glance, I'll bcqi^ the bold intruder, [still ! 
And scathe \^Gazing on Aim] No, thou art Conrad 

Con. Sweet Blanche, be calm ! Farewell ! I would 
forget, ' ; . : 

I'd have thee, too, forget, the pbst. and present. 
It may be that my lot was cast above, 
Perchance beneath thee ; but the voice of fate. 
With an imperious tone, commands jofie hence ! 
I feel that we must part.— ^ 

Bl. It is hisTOice— 

Mine ears were not deceived, nor are mine eyes — 



CONRAP ; 0^1, THE USURPER. 29 

Tis Conrad stands before me -^gracious Heaven! 
Take me away ; let me nor hear nor see 
Another horror. — Ah, this stubborn heart 
Still beats^ still throbs, with agony intense ! 

Mar. Infatuated man, I blush for thee. 
E'en as I weep thy victim's anguish ! Come, 
Thou poor deserted one; these aged arms, 
This stricken heart, thy shelter still shall prove. 

Con. Marcoff, no more ! though I revere the years. 
The majesty of time, upon thy brow, 
Thou canst not shake my purpose ; fare ye well. 

BL Go, and be happy, if the fatal blaze 
Of glittering, guilty pomp can make thee so.— 
Nature shudders at thee — every thing 
Possessing life and faculty revolts 
At such premeditated sin. Farewell ! 
In after days, if near this humble spot 
Fortune should track thy passage, prithee pause ; 
Before thy steps a solitary star, 
(The transmutation of an earthly form. 
Which thou didst worship so devoutly once,) 
Will shed its beams awhile, and then will set 
Upon a little mount of vernal bloom. 
When thou mayst read — perchance without a sigh — 
'* It is the grave of Blanche." 

[Conrad, after a long pause, rushes out, exclaiming, 
Farewell ! farewell for #ver ! 

BL Oh Conrad, stay ! yet stay ! 

Mar, It is in vain, he will not hear. My child. 
Let me speak comfort to thee. 

BL Unhand me ! let me go ! he may be saved ! 



20 CONRAD ; OH, THE USURPER. 

Yet, 'mid the fury of contending passions, 
The warning voice of conscience will be heard ; 
It bids me fly to earth's extremest verge, 
And shun temptation which I cannot brave. 
Go^ seek another more inured to sin ; 
Leave me the pathless, unfrequented wild, 
Where I may waste the short remains of life 
In unembittered, peaceful solitude. 

Monk. Herminia 

Con. Be merciful, and spare me ! 

Bring not her image to my mental sight, 
Dazzling with beauty^ and arrayed in smiles ! 
One tender glance would melt my best resolves. 
And bind me in her rosy chains for ever. 
I must away, for flight alone can save me. 

Enter Herminia. 

Her. Stay, Conrad, stay ! 

Forsake me not in this momentous hour ! 
I deem all earthly treasures worthless things, 
Unless presented by the hand of love ! 

Con. The heavenly form which oft in blissful dreams 
Imparted hope to my desponding heart, 
Oh^ does it waking greet my raptured sight? 
Or has some airy phantom mocked my sense? 
Speak to me; speak again, enchanting vision!— 
Behold me at thy feet ; and hear me swear. 
By all that love has ever dared and suffered. 
Ne'er to forsake thee^ till the trump of death 
Shall call my spirit to another world. 

Her. Actions, not words, must prove the test of love ! 

Con. Oh, let my actions speak my soul's devotion. 
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Ask what thou wilt, all the broad globe can give ; 

A mind ambitions of terrestrial glory ; 

All that the beadsmen preach of future bliss ; 

My happiness on earth ; all^ all 

ni freely sacrifice — thy radiant smiles 

My rich reward. 

Her. I will accept thy vows : 

Haste to the field, and win a regal crown^ 
Nor doubt the love that shall repay the gift. 

Con. Herminia's love ! at those celestial sounds 
New life, new vigour springs within my breast ! 
Thy magic voice dispels all gloomy thoughts ; 
The world, my sickly fancy deemed a grave, 
Now seems a smiling vale bedecked with flowers. 

Monk* Say, dost thou now repent the childish folly 
Which prompted thee to spurn the cup of bliss. 
By fortune offered to thy favoured Up? 

Con, I was not bom to be a peasant slave ! 
The lofty mind, the proud ambitious hearty 
Were not bestowed in tain; To hesitate> 
Would be an act so mean and dastardly. 
Indignant fortune never could forgive it. 
To share Herminia's fate is all I ask. 
Oh ! can an angel lead to aught save heaven ? 
She is my guiding star^ her beaming eyes 
The brilliant lamps that light me on to fame. 

Monk: Theh let us boldly seize the present hour. 
The king, unconscious of the coming storm^ 
In blind security hikH left his court ; ' ' 

His glittering train, composed of carpet kmgfats, 
Though strong in numbers, are unused to war. 
And cannot cope with our stout lion hearts. 
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Coit« Belored Herminia f hopes of future blisff 
Must gild the parting hour ; I will return 
A sceptered monarchy or a breathless corse ^ 
Too happy, even in death, if thou wilt lave 
My bleeding wounds with thy soft balmy tears. 

Her. Farewell ! farewell ! we must^ must meet again f 
In that proud moment I will hail thee king ! 
Go on ! assured of certain victory. 

{Exeunt Conrad, Monk, and Herminia. 

Enter AdelheiDc 

Adel. Oh Leopold ! prophetic were the fears 
That chilled me at our parting; yet, ala&! 
I cannot pierce the dark mysterious veil 
Which shrouds my destiny. Why was I hither b^oi^ght ? 
And for wha^ purpose am I now detained ? 
In vain I strive to. sooth me with the thought 
That chance directed to the desert shore 
A wandering outlawed hand, who, in the, faop8 
Of plunder, only seized the JQwfeUed prize. 
But my foreboding heart tells .me of plota 
Against my father's life, and darkly shapes: ; 
A horrid phantom to appal my soul. 
The cavern seems deserted — Aid me. Heaven! . . , > 
And guide ine on my fearful pilgrimage !. * 

[SAe attempt^ to escape through tie chasm ; but is 
detained by m. Chitlaw^ who enters from the 
shore. . . [attempt 

Out. Back, back, you mu^t not pa$s; this rash 
Your fate will but accelerate. One step 
Advance not, for your Ufe ! • 

Adel. ' Oh, I aiadfsspen^te! 
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And life within this dreary 8epulchc^ 

Seems most unnatural. Then give me death ; 

Twill be an act of mercy. 

Outlaw. Begone, I say ! 

Back to your cell, weak, foolish woman ! 
Why do you urge me to exert my strength 
Against your feebleness ? 

[I'he Outlaw attempts to force Jdelheid 
across the stage / she screams, 

Ew^cr Conrad. 
Was it Herminia's voice ? A woman's shrieks 
Assailed mine ears. 

[Conrad dashes the Outlaw to the ground; 
Adelheidjlies through the chasm. 
Thou dastard, bite the dust ! 
Grovel upon the surface of the earth. 
E'en with thy kindred reptiles ; man disdaJhs 
To ovni thee as his fellow. Oh^ Uermihia I 
How potent are thy spells ! Love, love alone 
Could reconcile this lofty towering soul Y: 

To owe its exaltation to a tool 
So abject and so base. Down, busy. spirit ! 
Silence thy raven's croak ; I must be great, 
Or live the scorn of men. Away ! away ! 
No coward terrors ^all appal my mind. [Exit. 

SCENE II. 

Blanche's Cottage. 

Enter Blanche. 

BL Where shall I go ? Where is the blessed spot 
In which my miseries may shelter find ? 
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l5^ Peasant. What good can we expect from Conrad — 
A peasant hind^ no better than ourselves ? 
Were it prince Sigismimd who gained the throne. 
Then might ye all rejoice. Courage and craft, 
The statesman's policy, the soldier's valour. 
Were blended in his breast. The jealous fear 
Of the king's favourite. Count Woldemar, 
Obliged the noble prince to fly the land. 
Or cope with certain ruin. 

2d Peasant. So 'twas rumoured ; 

And I have heard that good Count Woldemar 
Had ample reason to suspect the prince 
Of traitorous designs against the king. 

1st Peasant. If Sigismund had triumphed o'er the foes 
Who sent him into exile, yonder boy 
Would now be weeping o'er this d^y's defeat. 
But see, he comes ! it is the rising sun^ 
And we must worship it. 

Enter Conrad, magnificently dressed, attended by 

Soldiers. 

Chorus of Peasants and Soldiers. 

Hail to the bright beaming star of the north ! 

Hail to our king, whp shall long live in story ! 
Like the far flashing coQuet, young Conrad comes forth,. 
And tracks the long line of his paiiaage with |^k»y. 

Oh, Swedea, rejoice ! 

The usurper is gone ; 
The king of thy choice 
Is restored to his throne. 
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To the wide spreading heavens his triumphs proclaim ; 
Let the rocks and the mountains re-echo his name. 

Conrad! Conrad! Conrad! 
Oh, Sweden, rejoice ! 

The usurper is gone ; 
The king of thy choice 
Is restored to his throne * ! 

[The Peasants, i^c. retire amid the rocks. 

Conrad comes forward. 

Con. Success attends my steps, and victory 
Site smiling on my banners. Then away 
With boding doubt ; Heaven itself assists me. 
My panting breast can scarce contain my heart, 
mich teems with projecte for my county's golnl. 
Swells at the thought of future glory. 
And prophesies illimitable conquests. 
Philip's bold son, when rushing to the field 
Where worlds were lost and won, was not inspired 
With more insatiate ardour for renown 
Than that which fires my soul. The noble mind 
Ensures a noble doom. Embattled foes^ 
In countless multitudeB, must fall before 
The desperate valour that defies all odds. 
And wrestles even with fate for victory. 



* The chorates compoied for the j^aj wera wiitten merdy «• Tehidet 
for music; for which the metre CMnot be too much Taried to produce 
a powerful effect. The author thinks it necessary to make some apology 
for the poetry y the style of which was suggested by an eminent professor of 
music. 
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Enter Blanche. 

Bl. Return ! repent ! Oh, Conrad, I adjure thee, 
By all that *s dear to thee in earth or heaven. 
Break the strong bonds which Unk thy soul to sin, 
And taste once more the bliss of innocence. 
The guilty deed, which rumour spread abroad, 
I heard with shuddering pangs of grief and horror. 
Impostor ! traitor ! Can my Conrad's name 
Be branded by such dreadful epithets ? 
Or has distempered fancy coined the tale, 
To drive me to distraction ? Conrad, still 
Atonement may be made. Heaven is merciful ! 
Confess thy guilt, abjure this shameful plot ; 
Fly to some distant land, and penitence 
Shall wash away the blots that stain thy soul. 

Con. The rock which has for ages reared its head 
In sullen majesty on yon bleak waste — 
Upon whose flinty sides the warring winds. 
The bolts of heaven, and lightning's vivid shafts. 
Were weak and powerless — 
Whom even earth's concussion could not shake — 
Is not more firm than my unbending mind. 

BL I boast no eloquence to move thy heart; 
Strong agony denies my faltering tongue 
All utterance. Oh ! let my weakness plead ! 
Compassiona"^^ the miseries of one 
Who loved — who loves thee still — tho' steeped in vice 
Abhorrent to her soul ; — still, still she loves thee, '' 
And would with joy yield up her life to save 
Thy name from infamy. — Alas! my grief, my sighs. 
My tears, and these wild ravings, all are vain ! 
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Yet will I cling to thee — yet on my knees 
Urge thee to immolate the bribes of vice 
Upon the shrine of virtue. 

Con. Gentle Blanche ! 

Kind monitress ! it gives me pain to grieve thee : 
Yet the immutable decree has passed^ 
Which calls me to a throne. My countrymen 
Require my aid ; honour ! fame ! and glory ! 
The idols which my soul devoutly worships^ 
In awful tones command me to pursue^ 
The only path which leads to high renown. 
Oh, seek some kindred spirit, and enjoy 
The happiness bestowed by peaceful Ufe ! 
Forget we ever met, we ever parted. 
And leave me to fulfil my destiny. 

BL To part on earth indeed is bitter woe ; 
Yet could I school my much enduring breast 
To bear the pang ; for meek-ey^d hope would sing^ 
With seraph voice, " The kindly hand of death 
Unites in blissful realms dissevered hearts !'' 
I only can despair to see thee plunge 
In crimes whose giant force must closely shut 
The gate of heaven. Oh ! not to meet thee there, 
Would poison all the joys of Paradise. 

Con. Rase from thy spotless, uncorrupted heart 
All thought of one who ill deserves thy love ! 
The hand of fate, dark and inscrutable, 
Leads me to fearful scenes of strife and tumult, 
Whose very name would shock thy gentle nature. — 
Farewell ! farewell ! we meet no more on earth. 

BL If virtuous deeds had raised thee to a throne. 
Thy exaltation would have proved the source 
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Of unalloyed, unbounded happiness ; 

And hadst thou scorned my low and humble state, 

I would have yielded up thy treasured heart. 

Thy solemn vows of everlasting love. 

To one more worthy to receive thy hand ; 

And in some cloistered cell worn out my life 

In orisons for thy prosperity. 

But now, to.see thee play a tyrant's part. 

And wade through seas of blood to gain a crown, 

Stolen jfrom thy king by base hypocrisy. 

Is too severe a blow. I sink beneath 

The intolerable anguish it inflicts. [caves. 

Con. Like the bold stream, which, pent in narrow 
Disdaining bondage, inly foamed and swelled, 
Then burst its confines with resistless force. 
And poured forth desolation all around. 
My ardent spirit could not brook control ; 
But scorned the shackles tyranny imposed, 
And wrung a sceptre from a weaker hand. 
Still the bright mountain wave shall be my type : 
The conflict o'er, and freed from irksome bonds. 
It flows through smiling vales, dispensing blessings 
In rich abundance on the fertile land ; 
And I will well deserve my country's love. 
Will guard its liberty with jealous care. 
And rear its empire o'er a prostrate world 

jB/, Oh ! lost, for ever lost to holy virtue ! 
Will no entreaty stay thy mad career. 
Or melt thy cruel, hard, apostate heart ? 
I must not love, and yet I cannot hate thee. 
Though thou hast cut the very strings of life. 
And plunged a dagger in my tortured breast ; 
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On the cold earth PU lay me down and die, 
And my last sigh shall breathe a prayer for thee. 

Con. I have too long delayed my last adieu ; 
Imperious duty chides my lingering steps; 
I must obey its call. Sweet Blanche, farewell ! 

[Exeunt all, excepting Blanche. March. 

Bl. Stay, Conrad, stay ! oh, can you leave me thus? 
Return, return, savage, inhuman man ! — 
He flies my sight, he will not hear my voice. 
Oh, Conrad! — 

Death had been welcome to my wearied heart. 
If any hand save thine had sped the shaft 

Enter Adelheid, and comes down. 

Adel. Another fear invades me ; that dark spot. 
That horrid cave, whence I by chance escaped. 
Seemed only filled with demons. They may trace 
My wandering steps, and bear m« back again 

To their inhuman lair. 

Is there not one by whom my feeble cries 
For succour will be heard ? My devious steps 
Too far have wandered from the field of blood. 
And yet, alas ! I still have aid to seek. 
Oh ! if thou beajr'st a human heart, fly, fly ! 
Bowed down beneath a heavy weight of grief, 
I have not power to save Urn. 

Bl. Gentle lady^ 

My humble services you may command. 
And all the sympathy a breaking heart 
Can give to misery. 

Adel. And art thou wretched too? 

Oh ! I had deemed that none had cause to weep 
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Save Adelheid. I heard the horrid roar 
Of battle ragii^ in yon blood-stained field ; 
I knew 'twas dealing death to those I loved. 
With eager speed I urged my trembling steps 
^ Through scenes of horror, which in other times 
Had turned my brain ; I trode on fearful heaps 
Of mangled corses; and my burning ey^s 
Gazed on the livid, grim, distorted forms 
Of friends beloved. Oh ! chief amid the slain, 
Pale and disfigured, bathed in crimson gore. 
My king, my father, lay in death's last sleep! 
Yet I survived the direful spectacle ! 
I live to tell the tale ! The saints preserved 
My fleeting senses; and the blessed hope 
That e'en this trembling, weak, and nerveless arm 
May be by Heaven ordained the instrument 
Of vengeance on his traitorous enemies. 
Still makes me cling to life. 

BL Oh, fly this fearful place I 

Here danger lurks ! Within my humble cot 
Securely yqu may rest — and you have need 
Of some repose. 

Adel. Oh, do not think of me ! 

Too long my selfish grief detains your steps 
From charitable deeds ; Count Woldemar, 
The noble and the good, still faintly breathes ; 
Couvey him to your hospitable roof. 
And staunch his wounds : he yet may be restored 
To his ungrateful country, and avenge 
His murdered sovereign. 

Bl. Sweet princess, such a task 

Will reconcile my weary soul to life. 
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And cheer the gloomy miserable days 

Which I am doomed to spend in this bad world. — 

Amid the rocks that skirt yon fertile mead, 

A cottage rears its unobtrusive head ; 

Oh ! seek the shelter of its lowly walls. 

Whilst I endeavour to procure the count 

The aid his wounds require. \^Exit. 

Enter Monk, accompanied by Outlaws. 

Monk, Oh ! ^y fair fugitive, it grieves my soul 
To see thee wandering through these dreary glens. 
Reft of the gaudy train which aye were wont 
To wait upon thy steps : deign to accept 
The humble service of these faithful slaves. 
What though their outward form be somewhat rude ? 
Perchance such livery may best befit 
The altered fortunes of thy fallen house. 

AdeL Oh, who art thou who dost usurp the garb 
Worn by the pious ministers of Heaven, 
And, wrapt in holy vestments, teach thy lips 
To utter cruel taunts, and wound a weak 
Defenceless woman ? Oh, forbear — ^ 

And leave me to weep o'er my hapless fate 
In peaceful solitude. 

Monk. Bid the gaunt tiger, whose resistless force 
Has burst his iron cell, curb his fierce rage. 
And crouch beneath the hand that fettered him — 
But spare thy unavailing prayers to me. 
By Heaven ! the thought that I should e'er forgive 
My deep-felt wrongs, adds bitter insult to them ! 
Thou dar'dst not hope it. 

AdeL I have yet to learn 

Those I have injured. Alas ! too well I know 
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That 1 have enemies ; but is my soul 

Free from the guilt that should deserve their malice ? 

Monk. And does not conscience tell thee, there is one 
Who well might seek revenge— t. who owes disgrace, 
And all its numerous train of bitter iUs, 
To thy proud scorn and unrelenting hate ? 

Add. Oh, thou art most deceived ; hate in my breast 
Never yet found a welcome. 

Monk. Look on me ; — 

Does not one lineament remain to flash 
Conviction on thy brain— ^ to plant despair 
Deep in thy tremUing soul ? 

Adel. I know thee not ; 

I could not injure, for I never knew thee. [cxBck, 

Monk* Yet gaze, lost woman, till thine eye-strings 
And friendly darkness shades the blasting sight 
Of one who swears destruction to thy race^ 
And has the pow^r to execute his wilL 

AdeL The knowledge of thy ci*uel, ruthless heart. 
May well appal my mind. Lead on to death; 
I know my fate 

Monk. And feel that it is just ? 

Adel. Justice from one who knows not what it means ? 
Oh, thou art formed of falsehood ! -: 

Monk. On to the palace ; such a prize will grace 
The conqueror's chariot whedb. [Exeunt. 

END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE I. 

The Inside of Blanche's Cottage; Count Woldemab 
discovered supported by Blanche and Ernulph, 

JEm. How fares my noble lord ? 

Count, My body's hurts 

Are slight^ good Emulph ; but my mind 1 Ob, here 
I feel a wound so deep and deadly, 
^is past all human skill. Herminia false — 
Fled from my castle — fled with shatneless haste— 
To share the fortunes of a peasant slare ! 
Oh ! shall his touch contaminate die crown 
Worn by my much loved, royal, slaughtered master ? 
Forbid it. Heaven \ strike the impostor dead. 
And crush the traitress with thy vengeful bolts ! 

BL Calm thy perturbed spirit, good my lord. 
And hope for happier times : in yonder skies 
The just shall taste pure bliss, but not on earth. 
It is ordained, that in this cruel world 
The good sh^ll meet with nought save misery : 
At least I've found it so. 

Count. Sweet, gentle Blanche ! 

My kind preserver ! to thy generous care 
I owe my life — a life endeared by hopes.— 
Of swift revenge ! Ask what reward thou wilt ! 

BU Oh spare my Conrad's life ; let him but live 
To make his peace with Heaven. 

Count. Plead not for him ; 

The faithless rebel ill deserves tiiy prayers. 
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Spumed and deserted, can a female breast 
Still cherish love, yet wish not for revenge ? 
I deemed the proverb true^ that pictured fiends 
Less deadly in their hate than woman scorned. 

BL Whoever thus defamed my injured sex, 
Knew not the virtues of a woman's heart, 
Whbse love, once fixed, can never change to hate. 
In absence, in despair, despised, forsaken. 
Her pure affections cling to him alone 
Who gave them birth. 

Count. And couldst thou tamely see 

A rival triumph — meanly plead for love — 
Whose fond excess was lavished on another? 

BL No ! pride, the friend of sensibility. 
Forbids the thought : far, far from Conrad's sight, 
I'll waste the small remainder of my days. 
In prayers for his eternal happiness. 

Count. I've heard that woman's love was light and vain ; 
Raised by caprice, and kept alive by chance ; 
As veering as the wind, and as uncertain ; 
Knowing no pleasure, save the dear delight 
Of causing anguish in a victim's breast. , 

BL Say rather, 'tis a passioii so refined. 
So firee from selfish dross, that holy saints 
And blessed angels might confess the flame. 
Tried by misfortune's touchstone, it assumes 
A godlike shape, gilding life's dreary path 
With never fading splendour : such is love 
In virtuous woman's breast. Disdain may blight, 
And icy coldness chill its opening buds ; 
But withered, dying, it enwreaths the heart 
On which it grew ! The fragrant rose of love. 
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Tom from my bosom by a ruthless hand, 
Shall never bloom again ; but from its stem 
Has sprung a gentle flower — Oh, let that live ! 

Count. Learn to forget the author of thy woes. 
And steel thy breast against him. 

BL It is impossible ! stem death alone 
Can rase his image from my bleeding heart. [him — 

Count, Wilt thou not curse the syren who insnared 
Whose subtle arts led him from crime to crime. 
And heaped affliction on thy guiltless head ? 

BL May she repent, and lead him back to virtue! 
Curses but ill become a female lip. 
Could I but hope my fervent prayers would melt 
Thy stem resolves, low kneeling at thy feet, 
I'd supplicate for one who has destroyed me. 

Count. Mercy must yield to justice, and revenge 
Is an imperious duty, which I owe 
My murdered sovereign. From his bloody grave 
He cries for vengeance. — 
A day shall not elapse, ere, dad in arms, 
I'll summon all my vassals to the field. 
My faithful sword, sharpened ]by injuries. 
Defies an host : alone I'll brave them all — 
The band of rebels who have slain their king. . 
Perchance some loyal hearts may still be found 
In this wide realm, to aid the righteous cause. 

£771. Oh, doubt it not, my lord : Conrad a triumph. 
And the report of your untimely death. 
Has filled the public mind with consternation. 
Which your loved presence will at once dispel : 
Ten thousand arms will wield a grove of spears, 
To thrust the base impostor from the throne. 
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Enter a Soldier. f 

Rejoice, great Woldemar ! for close at hand. 
Even in the hour of need, a succour comes ; 
The gallant fleet which sailed for Palestine, 
Forced back by adverse winds, are now returned — 
Returned, alas! too late to save their king. [Eont. 

Count. They shall avenge his death. Oh joyful news ! 

BL My aching heart refuses to rejoice 
At the bright hope of an usurper's fall ; 
Though still I dare not wish that guilt so deep 
Should boldly riot in prosperity. 
Whilst suffering virtue weeps. 

Enter Count Leopold. 

Leo. Oh, my brave friend ! the withering direful tale 
Has reached mine ears. Scarce could I check the sword, 
Which thirsts for just revenge, till I had sought 
Thy counsel. Aided by thy skill, vengeance. 
Sudden and terrible, shall overcome 
The dark impostor in his hour of bliss. — 
ReUeve my anxious mind. Oh, tell me, Woldemar, 
^Dost thou know aught of Adelheid ? 

Count. Her fate 

Is still involved in darkness ; but Fve hope 
That yet she lives, and soon our conquering arms 
Shall place the crown of Sweden on her brows. — 
Farewell, sweet Blanche, I pledge my knightly word, 
I Should Heaven favour our attempt, to grant 

Whatever you ask, except the traitor's hfe. 

{Eoceunt all but Blanche. 

BL Alas ! my lord, that precious gift alone 
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*i prize ! Oh, what is wealth and power to me, 
l^ose sojourn in this world so soon will end ? 
A mound of earth, a vii^n coronal 
Of blighted flowers, sad emblem of my fate. 
Are all I ask. I soon shall lay my head 
Upon the dewy turf, and sink to sleep, 
Never again to wake. [EartV. 

SCENE II. 

A Saloon in the Kin^s Palace. Flourish, 
Enter the Monk and Conrad. 

Monk. Hail to the king ! long live your Majesty ! 
Splendid in peace, and terrible in war ! 

Con. Oh my best friend ! my able counsellor ! 
Prop of my throne, and to my grateful heart 
Dear as its vital current — words are poor. 
And cannot speak my thanks : teach me the way 
To prove how much I value thy deserts. 

Monk. Oh, think not of re^^rds ! I ask for none ; 
I have no wish beyond thy happiness ; 
And could I see the regal diadem 
Placed firmly on thy brows, high, and secure 
From every threatening danger, all my hopes 
Without my convent's walls would be fulfilled. 

Con. Excellent friend ! I will not shame thy choice ! 
Thou sbalt not blush for him whom thou hast placed 
Upon a throne. • My trusty sword shall keep 
The treasure it has won ; nor shall a stain 
Dim the bright lustre of the sparkling gems 
Which glitter on my diadem. 

Monk. I know thee brave,-^ ' 
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Bent upon high exploits, thy kindling soul 

Bums with resentment 'gainst the treacfaeroos Bane, 

The subtle Pole, and cruel Muscovite, 

Who sought by artifice to subjugate 

Thy bleeding country, whilst they proffered peace. 

Con. By heavens! each momient seems a countless age. 
Which stays mine eager arm ; I pant to crush 
The growing power of those much envied states, 
To rend the blushing honours from their brows. 
And fling proud conquest's adamantine chains 
Around their fettered limbs. 

Monk, Oh ! born to raise 

Thy country's fallen glory ! fortune smiles 
Upon thy meditated enterprise. 
The only rival who dare urge a claim 
To Sweden's sceptre, or promulgate doubts 
Of thy high lineage, is a prisoner 
Within thy palace gates — the princess Adelheid. 
Doom her to death ; and then, without a fear 
Of civil discord, pluck the laurelled wreath 
Which bright BeUona weaves. 

Con. You might have spared 

This trial of my honour ; nature shrinks 
At such abhorent crimes ! — A woman's blood 
To flow at my comimand ? Oh, 'tivas unkind 
To give admittance ]to a thought so base ! 

Monk. By Heaven, I urge the truth ! Her death alone 
Can fix the sceptre firmly in thy grasp. 
Conquer these idle scruples; policy 
Ennobles actions which to vulgar minds 
Alone appear the offsprings of a heart 
Closely enleagued with vice. 
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Con. Urge me no more on this ungrateful theme ; 
I will not listen to an argument 
That seeks, with specious eloquence, to gild 
The sin my soul detests : it is to deck 
The aBsassin's poisoned dagger with a wreath 
Of stainless lilies. I will lose my crown 
Rather than owe it to an act so vile. 

Monk. Oh pardon me, my liege ! My honest zeal, 
Though it offends, still dares to give advice. 
The humble instrument of thy renown, 
I cannot gaze immoved upon the clouds 
Which threaten to obscure thy rising glory, 
I do beseech your majesty to waive 
These weak romantic scruples : strike the blow 
That gives an empire to thy daring hand. 

Con^ Why do you mock me with the name of king. 
Yet seek to rob me of its attributes ? 
See that the princess be secured from harm : 
I wage not war with women ! Oh, my friend, 
Dismiss this horrid s^ject from thy thoughts. 
Nor break the chain that binds thee to my heart. 

Monk. Thou wert not always so inflexible, — 
So sternly virtuous ; Conrad^ be advised : 
This scruple is more idle than the last. 
The rubicon is past» and thou hast dipped 
Thy hands in blood ; thou canst not now retrea;t : 
The princess Adelheid must die ! Thy throne. 
While she exists, is weak and insecure. 

Con. VU hear no more. Though but an hour a 
I will maintain my title as befits [king, 

A monarch who disdains to keep his throne 
By aught save noble means. My direst foes 

£ 
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Shall o\vn me worthy of the crown I wear ; 
I will not be the shadow of a king. 
What means this disobedience to my will ? 
Am I to be thy sovereign, or thy slave? 

Monk. My slave ! Back, bacdi to ihy native dust, 
From which this hand had raised thee \ 
Thus I cast off my politic disguise. 
And show myself thy master, Sigismund ! 

[Throws off his monkly habilimetit$. 
Oh ! credulous, weak wretch ! couldst thou not guess 
That I, the last male heir of Sweden's crown, 
Would never rest supine in banishment? 
Veiled in this garb, I sought my native shore : 
Raised a rebellion in your name : thus hid 
From public view, removed the obstacle 
Which barred my hopes — now I assert my rights. 

Con. A horrid light breaks full uJ)on me. — ^ At once 
I see my fate ! Oh ! wretched, wretched dupe ! 
Yet why should I despair? I still have friends : 
The countless multitude who hailed me king, 
Will now support my cause ; FU seek their aid. 
Nor tstmdy yield a crown so dearly bought. 

Sig. It is too late : your friends are now dismissed ; 
Not one remains of all the. populace 
Who thronged the palace gates ; the troops. 
An outlawed band of mercenary slaves. 
Are all your deadly foes ; for interest 
Has bound them closely to your enemy. 

Con. Thou art the devil who hast thus betrayed me ; 
Deep in thy damned heart 111 plunge my steel ! 

[Conrad, maddened by his passion, Jlies at 

Sigismund, when the Officer and six Guards 

enter. 
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Sig. Seize the impostor ! force away his sword. 
And bear him to the castle's dungeon. 

Con. Off, ye slaves ! 

Thou subtle iiend, surrounded as thou art 
By myrmidons poured forth from gaping hell, 
Like the Nemean lion in the toil 
111 spring upon thy throat, nor loose my grasp 
Till death release thee from the fell embrace. 

Sig. Pinion his arms ; bound let him foam and rage, 
Exhaust his weak revenge in idle threats. 
Presumptuous fool ! how couldst thou dare to hope 
That I should plunge my soul in guilt for thee ? 
Thou wert my tool, the step by which I climbed 
The high ascent 1 could not singly reach. 

Con. Body and soul insnared ! Yes, 1 have sealed 
A compact with the prince of darkness : 
The juggling"^ fiend has proved too keen a match. 

Enter Herminia. 
Still there is hope ; Herminia, thou art pure ; 
Thy generous soul disdains so base a plot. 
Oh! sooth my parting spirit with thy tears, 
And greet mine eager ears with one kind word ! 

Her. Banish the thought, nor arrogantly hope 
That 1 will save thee from disgrace and death ! 
Misguided man ! thine own wild passions. 
Not our persuasions, led thee blindly on. 
Contempt and scorn are all thou canst excite ; 
Nor can my tears flow on a traitor's grave. 

* The idea being suggested by Conjmd's sitaation, it was difficult to 
avoid expressions which had appeared in Shakespeare. Tampering Jiend 
was substituted in representation ; but, as the sense is the same, the author 
thinks it advisable to choose the strongest word. 
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Con. Right ! right ! why, this is justice^retribution ! 
Sweet Blanche, thou art avenged ! Furies from hell 
Appear angeUc when compared to thee, 
Thou treacherous, false, apostate woman ! — 
May black perdition overwhelm thy soul. 

And blast Oh ! why do I descend so low ? 

Curses are powerless, and I despise them; 

Nor will I give these dark destroying fiends. 

Who glory in my ruin, cause for mirth. 

By venting weak complaints. Down, busy thoughts ! 

Oh ! stab me to the heart — 'tis all I ask- 

Sig. No ! thou art destined for a dread example ! 
Thy crime was public'; and thy punishment, 
Full in the eyes of congregated thousands, 
Shall teach avoidance of a rebel's fate ; — 
Or other peasants, daring as thyself. 
May fill my realm with bold conspiracies ! 

Her. We would reign undisturbed by civil war. 
The fall of Phaeton, thy prototype, 
Contained an useful moral. I'm amazed 
At thy unbounded vanity and pride : 
You dreamed of diadems, and ladies' hearts : 
Base worm, your punishment is much too light ! 
How durst you lift your thoughts to one whom fete 
Had placed so far above you ? 

Con. Oh ! had she spoken thus in yon dark cave, 
I had been free from guilt, — Unwomanly 
Insulter of a wretch thine arts have made. 
Rail on ! rail on ! thy inhumanity 
Has lost its power to wound. I am prepared 
To meet my fate ; and my undaunted soul. 
Firm and unshaken, 'mid the keenest pangs 
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Thy hellish nature can inflict^ shall rise 
Above thy malice^ and in death defy thee. 

l^Exit Conrady guarded. 
Sig, Now is my throne secure. Oh! my fair queen. 
Applaud this masterpiece of art ; *tis worth 
An "hundred battles gained by force of arms. 
My secret treason veiled, a few smooth Words 
Will gain the weak believing multitude 
From their new hero — and the name of Conrad^ 
So lately hallowed, soon shall be accursed ; 
And Sigismund be hailed, '^ Deliverer ! king !" 
The great preserver of his country's honour, 
Debased by such a mean impostor's claim. 
Oh ! well I know to mould the human heal;t ; 
It long has been my study — now my sport : 
And as I bend the easy pliant tools, 
I feel myself above man's puny race. {^Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 

T/ie Inside of a Prison, with a latticed Window in the 

Roof. 

Enter Conrad, Officer, and six Guards. 

Keeper. This way conduct him. Lead your prisoner 

here ! 

Con. This is my palace ! — ^this my throne of state ! 
Supreme in misery, I reign o'er aU 
Created beings ; none have ever felt 
Such mighty anguish as o'erwhelms my soul ! ^ 
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Oh ! were I doomed to expiate my crime * 

By lingering tortures in this gloomy cell, 

Unseen by all, save the base instruments 

Of vengeful power, I could endure my fate ; — 

But to be made a public spectacle, 

Exposed to insult from the heartless crowd, 

Assembled to behold a" traitor die ! -r 

Perchance the weakness of my body shaming. 

By tear or groan, the firmness of my spirit ; 

Oh blind credulity ! to rush at once 

Into the fatal snare so thinly veiled — 

To trust a woman — to believe that truth 

Dwelt in a human heart. Oh ! must I yield 

My name to infamy — be cut untimely off. 

Before the dazzling splendour of my actions 

Had shed a lustre on the guilty deed 

By which I gained the throne ? Ha ! who comes here ? 

Enter Father Marcoff. 

Mar. Unhappy man ! I come to pray with thee. 
To hear the sad cc ifession of thy sins. 
And plead for mercy to offended Heaven ! 
Repent! repent! turn not away from peace. 
But seek religious aid. Consider 
How unfit thou art to die ; — a little space 
Alone divides thee from eternity ! . 
Be it employed in humble penitence 
And deep devotion. 



* The author has taken several ideas for this scene from Lord B^'ron's 
Corsair. 



CONRAD; OR^ THE USURPER. 55 

Con. My orisons, old man, 

Would be a profanation ; I should pray 
For sudden vengeance on mine enemies. 
I cherish,in my breast a deadly hate — 
Tis barred against remorse : I would not shrink 
From any crime enrolled in bloody stains, 
On hell s black catalogue, to be revenged.— 
Cheated of the throne— my soul's dear purchase — 
Ba£Bled, derided, tmmpled on, despised — 
An inextinguishable hatred fills 
My swelling heart. I do confess my guilt ; 
But will not mock high Heaven with feigned repentance ! 
The power alone is wanting — not the wDl — 
To wreak my fell revenge on Sigismund, 
And, reckless by what horrid means, regain 
The sceptre I have lost. 

Mar. How terrible 
Are these wild passions that enslave thy soul ! 
Oh ! cast them off; forgive, and be forgiven ; 
And by repentance gain 

Con. Repentance 

Is the coward refuge of a mind debased 
By abject fear, deprived of means to sin. 
How bootless is remorse ! Give to this arm 
The means of vengeance — give me power to choose 
'Tvrixt heaven and hell — the splendid sacrifice 
Of all my hate, if the dark traitor lay 
Within my grasp, would vrin fair Paradise. 
Vet what were all its bliss to this torn heart. 
Compared to full revenge ? Oh ! that would sooth 
And render pointless all the pangs of hell ! 

Mar, A few short hours 
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Will place repentance far beyond thy reach : 
Oh ! seize the moments fate has kindly given. 

Con. Cease to weary me with exhortations; 
They cannot still the tempest in my soul. 
If in pure charity you sought my cell- — 
If with the wish to pour a healing balm 
Upon the festering wounds that wring my heart — 
Give me the means of deadi, and I will bless thee — 
Will, for thy sake, almost forgive my foe. [Thmder. 

Mar. Forbear ! forbear ! thou self-abandoned man ; 
I dai^e no longer hold communion 
WHh thee-**a wretch who impiously seeks 
To tempt Heaven's minister to share his guilt ! 

lExit Father Marcoff. 

Con. I was not always thus : this guilty soul 
Was spotless once — abhorred the thought of sin. 
Oh ! in those halcyon hours, how pure, how bright^ 
To my enchanted eyes, the world appeared !. 
I loved then, then the foul demons entered. 
Ambition, pride, and sullen discontent. 
Ravaged my breast, scaring the cherubims 
That did inhabit it — Blanche and virtue ! 
Oh ! both have winged their flight. Away, fond dreams ! 
Haunt me no more, or ye will drive me mad : 
My injuries have made me what 1 am. 
Hark ! the wild elements, in fitful rage, \Thunder. 

Beat on my dungeon walls ! Thou ruthless fiend, 

Who ridest the northern blast, to thee I pray ! 

[Thmider very loud. 
Thy withering breath, teeming with desolation. 
Drives against fliiity rocks the shattered bark. 
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Oh flap thy murky wings, and on my head 
Dash the black fragments of my prison roof! 

\y^under low. 
It dies away unheeding — ^hold — again 
It rises — No ! 'tis a distant peal 
Of thunder, rolling through the starless skies ! 
And now the lightning's flash illumes my cell, 
ni drag my chains to yonder aperture : 
Perchance the forked arrow will release 
My panting soul, which struggles to be free. 
It plays around me harmless — ^will not strike — 
I am a wretch whom earth and Heaven forsake. 

\Throws himself prostrate on the ground. Thunder, 
Scene closes in. 



END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE I. 
The Palace. Sigismund, Officers. 

Officer. Hail to the throne of Sweden ! 
My royal Hege, the princess Adelheid 
Has the free range of yonder anti-room, 
Next to the hall of state^ by your command ! 
It gives us joy y onr foes at length are crushed ; 
And the dark spirit that in Conrad's power 
Ruled o'er their hearts, is now extinguished. 

Sig, We do accept your wishes. 

Officer. The few remaining rebels have assembled. 
And, in an embassy deputed here. 
Crave coriiposition ; and we wait your orders 
To seal the terms proposed. 

Sig. See it is done. Now leave me for awhile. lExit, 
Why, this is well : the triumph of my hopes 
Now smiles in its own Ught on others' ruin ! 
Tis even as it should be. I was bom 
For this high state, to which my conscious heart 
And high aspiring pride at length have raised me. 
Lofty, unheeding fool ! I pity thee. 
In that thou didst conceive the willing aid — 
The constant deep device — the speciousness 
Of my tongue's smoothest words, with which I bribed 
Thine hungry ear, were only meant by me 
To satisfy thine appetite. — There's still 
Another feeling that within my breast 
Holds high communion — lovely Blanche ! 



/ 
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It is not meet the beautifiil delights 

Which lov6 with thee conid share, should be consigned 

To silent desolation ! I can now 

Resign Henninia's fair and tempting looks, 

Which served full well to light me on to empire, 

For the soft sunlight play on thine ! 

Enter Officer. 

Officer. My royal lord, a peasant maid without 
With eager lip craves audience of the throne, [forget 

Sig. Give her attendance. [Exit.l We must not 
The rights of all our subjects. 

Enter Officer tmth Blanche. 

[Exit Officer. 
By my best hopes, it is her very self! 
Beautiful Blanche, what sorrow sits upon thee. 
That seems thus to distract thy gentle peace? 

BL An humble suppUant at your feet I kneel. 
With words that feebly but express my heart, 
I have a boon to ask. [our ear. 

Sig. Speak on, sweet maid ; thou mayst command 
, Bl. Oh ! royal Sir, vouchsafe your princely mercy! 
Closely immured, shut from the light of day. 
My Conrad languishes in yonder tower. 
Oh ! let me fly and once again behold him — 
Clasp him again unto my throbbing breast -^ 
And strive by gentlest remedy to sooth 
The anguish of his brow ! 

Sig. Why, fortune is not weary of caressing me. 
The blaze of that wild hope which lit me on. 
Is shining forth with a retomii^ig light ! 
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Fair saint, you tax our demency too much. 
To think we can regard auch worthless object. 

BL Oh ! say not so : his soul is free from guilt, 
Howe'er his .deeds may contradict my words. 
In earliest youth we were entwined together — 
Two humble blossoms on a plant of promise. 
With unbecoming beauty, his aspired 
Above his parent stem, and bloomed awhile 
In yerdant loyeliness ; till the rude wind 
Nipped its fair bloom : and now, alas ! 'tis withering. 
Sir> do .not blight the only living thing 
That can its leaves reanimate. 

Sig, Rise, beauteous damsel ; well bethink awhile 
On what thou. dost require. Tis a high boon ; 
Atid yet to win the sparkle of thy smile 
I would ad venture. much. IVe known thee long. 
And long have wished to see thee : gentle girl> 
Approach, and fear not. 

BL This state alone, my lord, befits a heart 
So overwhelmed in wretchedness. 

Sig* Not so, fair maiden; my most anxious hopes 
Wottkl joy to raise thee higher : think awhile. — 
Here is a form so exquisitely wrought^ 
It moves on . earth as it were angel-winged ; 
Light as the genii of; the golden East, 
Or the pure^ texture of their fairy dreams ! 
Here is an eye upon whose: magic otb 
The fate of the wide world seems to. depend — 
A cheek unmatched in beauty^ and a voice 
Soft as the siting of the twiUght air. 
Sweet as the cygnet's last expiring note. 
Yet wild withal as the enrapirured song 
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Of Bethlehem's shepherds, when they hailed their God— 

A concord of delights, on which the heart 

Might feast, yet fast for ever ! 

These are thy beauties, Blanche ; and pity 'tis 

That they should droop untasted. 

BL You mock me. Sir ! 

Sig. Pardon me, lady ! nay, HI plainer speak. 
Wouldst thou but cast one smile upon a heart, 
Which full as it could make thee its idolatry, 
I could refuse thee nothing ! 

BL Now, Sir, you do insult me ! 
I had conceived the attribute of kings 
Was made of honour, glory, and renown : 
What must I think, when Sweden's crowned chief 
Can leave the throne these feelings should support,. 
To wrong a mountain maid, whose only boast 
Is honesty and virtue? 

Sig. This honesty and virtue, gentle maid. 
Have taught you how to ornament your tale 
With well-beseeming speech — yet prithee pause } 
It sounds much better than I fear 'twill act. 
Can words like these remove thy gentle bird,. 
Bound in yon iron cage? 

Bl. He who to injury can insult add. 
Though robed in kingly pomp and dignity. 
Wants a king's greatest claim — the heart of man I 
Yet whither do I stray? In raising thus 
A woman's fame, I wrong a woman's feeling. 
Pardon, my lord, that I presume to speak 
The dictates of a young, but guileless heart,. 
Which has no impulse but undying love. 
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And fain would breathe its energy to him 
Who has so long received it ! 

Sig. To show that we forgive, we do forget 
This rash misuse of thy ungovemed tongue. 
Come hither; Blanche : give me thy trembling hand. 
How sweet ! how lily fair ! Oh, thus to print 
The lip's last token of the heart's delight 
On such a downy place, doth melt as soft 
As the fresh morning's dewy distillation 
On beds of opening flowers. 

BL If in the palace of his native land 
The injured subject is refused redress. 
Where shall he fly for succour? Sir, no more ! 
I shall forget the homage that is due 
To sceptered state. — Nay then, I will be heard! 
My lord, you wrong yourself as you do me ; 
TTis not for this I sought your gracious presence. 
My sire — my lord — I do command — nay, nay, • 

I do beseech my king ! 

If words cannot avail, upon my knee 
I claim protection — not provoke disdain. 
By Heaven and !^arth, you shall not dare ! 
No, no ; you do not mean it. 

Sig. Why, if you coy me thus, I needs must tell 
The dream that now was flitting o'er my brain : 
I seemed to seize thee — thus — while, spell-bound near^ 
Thy tender mate, thy faithful Conrad stood ; 
And I in love's soft bondage chained thy form. 

BL Unhand me, Sir! or by my soul I swear — 
For something like the fiery hand of madness 
Raises my soul to deeds of desperation — 
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I swear — Oh Heayen ! with my wild piercing shrieks 

111 exorcise some fiend from deepest hell, 

Or from the blue vault of the realms aboye, 

Draw down some pitying angel — 

Oh Heaven! see — see — it comes upon me! 

[Breaks from Sigismundy and rushes 
to the feet ofAdelheid, who enters. 
AdeL What, what do I see ? 

Sig. Unerring Heaven has decreed that he, your king. 
The injured^ hated, banished Sigismundy [confess 

At length should wear the crown: will not thy piety 
That all the ways of Providence are just? 
The man whom thou despisedst, triumphs o'er thee. 
I wove the fatal web that twines thee round ! 
Baffled thy father's counsels — sent thy love 
To swell the glory of the infidel. 
Languish in chains, or fill an early grave. 
My curses have pursued him ; and they fell 
Not hurtless, yet, on any living soul. 

AdeL Enjoy thy guilty triumph ! reap the fruits. 

The recompense of sin. There is another world — 

And this polluted Earth is loathsome to me. 

Yet, oh, thou fiend ! thou savage homicide ! 

Thou canst not conquer fate ; — and soon a day 

Of dreadful retribution will arrive. 

Shadowed by death, and treading on my grave, . 

I feel bright inspiration in my soul. 

Hear my prophetic words : thy boasted power 

Is but a sound ; . already is thy doom 

Pronounced in Heaven ; already is the arm 

Stretched forth to crush thee, tyrant, in thy might ! 

[To Blanche^ Poor blighted blossom, rear thy declining 
head. 
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Sig. Does thy weak bosom still retain a hope 
Of human aid ? behold its vanity ! 
Come forth ! [Shouts at a distance. 

What do I hear ? 

Enter Herminia. 

Her. Arm! arm! the palace is surprised ! the guards^ 
b'erpowered with wine, have fallen an easy prey. 
Arouse thee, Sigismund ! 

Sig. An hour ago, and the whole city's breast 
Was peaceful as the bosom of a lake. 

Her. But treachery has spread its baleful wings, 
And overshades us aU. My husband comes^ 
And leads whole legions on to seek revenge ! 

Sig. How ! Woldemar alive ? I saw him fall. 
Never to rise again — it cannot be — [Shouts. 

Again!— Nay then, I seize upon thee ! what weak arm 
Shall fly to aid thee now ? 

Enter Woldemar and Soldiers. 

Count. Mine, villain ! mine ! Count Woldemar ! 
Know that he lives — lives to avenge his wrongs ! 
Tremble^ thou regicide ! the hour is come^ 
Which dooms thee to receive the just reward 
Of aU thy evil deeds ! 

Sig. What, ho ! my guards ! 

Count. They are secured. My &ithful vassals bar 
Each gate and avenue ; yet I disdain 
To take advantage of thy captive state. 
Come on ! upon my sword I rest my cause. 

Sig. Thou art my evil genius. 

Count. Thy crimes 

Made me thine enemy. I saw thee aim 
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At sovereign power, and knew thou didst conspire 
Against thy monarch's life — opposed thy plotlft — 
Procured thy exile — oh, how far too light 
A punishment for such foul deeds as thine ! 
And now the insatiate grave yields up its prey. 
To dash thee, tyrant, from thy blood-won throne ! 

Sig. Kind fortune aid me ! Now, Count Woldemar, 
111 strike a surer blow. On yonder plain. 
This arm, this sword, cleft thy well tempered helm. 
And made thee bite the dust; and now again. 
With full collected power, I rush upon thee. 

{They fight ; Sigismund falls. 

CoufU. Justice prevails — my sovereign is avenged ! 

Enter Leopold. 

Leo. Where is the ruthless sanguinary wretch ? — 
Oh, gallant Woldemar ! thy generous sword 
Has robbed stem justice of its dearest victim.-*- 
My Adelheid ! my life ! my love! my queen !*^ 
Forgive thy subject's boldness — on my knees 
I supplicate for pardon ! 

jidel. Rise, my Leopold ! 

And know thy Adelheid too well to doubt 
Her firm affection. —Sweet, gentle girl — 
Look up, I pray, and shelter in my arms. 

Sig, Ye withering basilisks. 
Lend me your envied powers to blast my foes } 
And thou, (ell demon, at whose damned shrine 
I long have worshipped, change my streaming blood 
To viper venom ; — let the red pestilence 
Rise from my slimy corse, that e'en in death 
I still may prove a curse to those I hate 1 [Dies* 

r 
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Count, Down, dowif to fathomleas eternity I 
Down to thy native hell — where may thy heart. 
Weltering in flames of everlasting madness, 
Whence every drop of its rank blood that flows 
Shall only serve to re-illume the blaze — 
Bleed unconsumed for ever! — 'Tispast — ^the spirit's fled. 

AdeL Friend of my murdered father, judge my heart 
E'en by thy noble mind, and let that speak 
My boundless gratitude. 

Count. Thus may each future traitor meet the fate 
Which Heaven's unslumbering justice has decreed 
To this fallen regicide l^— Oh, be firm, my heart; 
Now comes thy fellest trial— Herminia—— 

Her. What is thy stem decree ? Thou hast destroyed 
My dearest hopes. — Complete the work of death.— 
I will not meanly sue to thee for life. — ^ 
Why dost thou shrink? Let the keen memory 
Of all thy wrongs uplift thy nerveless arm. 

Count. I cannot strike the cruel, faithless breast 
1 once so dearly loved— live and repent! 
Discard these gaudy trappings, and assume 
The veil ; and in a convent's walls lament 
Thy crimes, shed tears of penitence, and plead 
For pardon at the foot of outraged Heaven ! 

Her^ I will not take the life thou meanly grant'st ! 
Bereft of all its charms^ thus, thus I free 
My daring spirit from thy hated power ! 

[Draws a dagger and attempts t0 iUab 
herself-: Woldemar wrests U from her 
hand. .> [uncalled 

Count. Oh, desperate boldness ! wouldst <Jiou rush 
To fearful judgment, bearing such a weight 
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Of unrepented sin? — ^Take her away ! — 

That once loved form, how doth it sear my sight ! 

[Exit Herndnia, guarded. 
Remove the body hence! — Although he died 
A rebers fiery death, he was a soldier — 
As such, we must inter him. Oh, death ! 
How doth thy shadowy isolated name 
Change the vibrations of the human heart. 
And level the distinctions it would make ! — 
Bear his body hence ! 

AdeL Look up, thou gentle mourner : let bright joy 
Again illume thine eyes ; — Conrad shall be free 1 

BL These tears must thank thee, for I cannot speak ! 
Oh, let me fly to him ! A moment's pause 
Robs him of bliss — 'tis cruel to delay. 

Count. The way is rugged, and thy looks bespeak 
Fatigue of mind and body; lean on me. 
We will support thy trembling steps, sweet Blanche. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

A Prison. 

Conrad and Keeper discovered. 

Keeper. Oh, what a sight of horror ! It doth chill 
The heart's best blood to look upon this form, 
That was so goodly fair, mankind at large 
Was jealous of the charity of Heaven. — 
Why look ye here, frail man f The seat — 
The very shrine of life — the globe of reason — 
All that distinguishes thee from the vile lot. 
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The low estate, of brutes upon the dust — 

Is dead— and thou art now as low as they ! 

His blasted eye, that doth betray the void 

Madness hath wrought within, will fright me hence. 

Away, poor guilty soul! how do I pity thee! — 

But look ye here — ^ here is another trial ! \_Exit 

Enter Blancije, Woldemar, Leopolp, and 

APELHEID. 

Con. Haste to the coronation ! On, my lords ! — 
llerminia, hide thy jewelled robe ; 'tis stained 
With the heart's bipod of hiip we slew ! — Off! off! 
I am 9- king ! revere anointed majesty ! — 

Bl. Oh, shield me from this sight ! 

Con. Ha! what art thou? 'Ti^ not Blanche — I 

murdered her. 
Her gentle spirit flew to realms above, 
And sports in fields of air; — she will not leave 
The starry skies to seek a guilty world ! [sooth 

Bl. Oh, Conrad! Blanche is here. — She comes tq 
Thy grief with hope — to chase away despair ! 

Con. There is a cavern on the sea-beat shore, 
Where damned sprites, the denizens of hell. 
Hold their unhallowed court. Avoid the spot : 
*Twere better far to consort with the wolf, 
Or join th^ vampyre in her horrid meal, 
Than share the orgies of that fiendish crew. 
Twas there I met the monk — there sold myself. 
But when two hundred years have passed, again 
I shall behold the light, and mount my throne ! 
^VJi^y^ i$ my battle steed ? The Dane is come 
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He thunders at the gates ! To arms! to arms ! 

Ill seek him on the deep : my crazy boat, 

Spite of the storm, rides trimly through the waves ! 

AdeL His brain is turned. — Oh! quit this dreadful place! 
Thy gentle nature cannot bear the shock. 

BL Oh no I I cannot, will not leave him thus : 
The paroxysm past, a ray of sense 
May re-illume his mind. Til wait long years — 
(If Heaven will grant me life) — ^ watch o'6r his couch. 
And catch the first faint dawn of reasons light. 

Con. Ha !Tia ! ha I Prepare the burning pile — heap 
Faggots on, until the mighty blaze 
Outshines the mid-day sun ! Know that I deal 
In witchcraft — am invulnerable — spells 
Twere death to name, gathered beneath the moon 
By gifted sybils, compass me around.—* 
I do defy thy power. — Ah 1 they have me now ! 
Heiminia ! cruel sorceress ! return 
The talisman. Why do you seek my life ? — 
Ill save myself by flight : the bat will lend 
Her sooty wings to waft me through the skies. 

BL It is too much — the bitter cup .overflows ; 
And wearied life has fled my aching breast! 
Oh, my lord ! till this despairing moment. 
Cheered by her smiles, my sanguine eyes pierced through 
The dark expanse of years, and 'midst the clouds 
That gathered densely round, discerned a star — 
A pal^, dim star — but, ah ! how beauiiful ! 

Count. Be comforted ; — still, still it faintly shines : 
His life is spared. 

BL But where has reason fled ? 
I was prepared for gloomy, wild remorE(e> 
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Or far, fair worse— sullen impenitence; 

But madness was a curse which even fancy, 

In all her dread forebodings, never whispered. 

On a steep mountain side. 

Where stands a rude and lowly hermitage, 

Far from the haunts of men, I fondly hoped 

That Conrad would have found a resting place 

In that lone spot, to share his exile — 

Sooth his fierce passions — - watch and pray ^fvith him 

Through lengthened years — my happy, happy lot! 

And when his tears had quite effaced his crimes, 

To see returning peace smile on his brow. 

And light his languid eye ! Oh ! 'twould have been 

Bliss too complete, too mighty for this world ! 

But such sweet hopes are past — that killing sight 

Destroys them all — this trial is too much— 

I have hot strength to bear it ! [Faiats. 

Adel. She faints ! help, help ! 

BL Here would I die. Oh ! let my closing eyes 
Behold the object I so dearly loved ! 
Life ebbs apace — I soon shall be released 
From mortal anguish! — ^Onmy bursting heart 
The flickering flame of life at moments plays^ 
But soon will be extinct ! [steps ! 

Con. The hunt is up ! The blood-hounds track my 
I've fled a thousand miles — my breath is gone! 
Herminia urges on the hellish pack — 
I hear their yeUs ! Oh^ whither shall I turn ? 
Before me rolls a sea of liquid fire. 
Peopled with demons ; and on either side 
A yawning gulph^ a million fathoms deep ; 
Present a fearful choice.^ — ^Yes^ I will leap 
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The precipice — dash 'gainst the pointed* rocks 
This haggard form. Now, now, Hermftiia ! 
I shall escape thee. — 

[Throws himself on the earth, Woldemar 
raises and supports him, 

Bl. Oh ! let him lean on me ! 
Though wearied with the weight of mine own life^ 
I still have strength to bear so dear a load. [heard 

Count, His eyes have lost their wildness. Heaven has 
Thy prayer ; and reason o'er his mind resumes 
Her shattered empire — twice he tried to speak ! 

Con. My Blanche, hast thou cast off thy mortal coil ? 
Or does this sinful world contain a soul 
So pure, so free from earthly stain, as thine? 

BL Thy voice, beloved, recalls my fleeting spirit ! 
Oh ! let me strain thee in my fond embrace ! 
BlesS; bless thee, Conrad !— 1 would fain remain 
To give thee comfort ; but it must not be. — 
The golden arch of Heaven is opening o'er me; 
And from the centre a celestial light, 
Upon whose orb the cherubim are throned, 
Sheds its bright beams upon me ! I will breathe 
One deal* farewell — the latest sigh of life. — 
My heart is broken ; but its shivered chain 
Twines its fond fragments round thee, and in death 
Clings lovingly to thine ! Farewell ! — 'tis past !-^ 
Dark — very, very dark ! [Dies. 

Con. Living or dead, I will not part with thee ! 
Blanche! Blanche! my murdered love! look up once | 

more — 
Unclose those gentle eyes ! — I did not kill her. — 
What ruthless savage could have done the deed ? 
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Oh ! there was none^ not one in all the world^ 
Save Conrad ! Could my tears recall thee^ 
I would weep oceans ! 

Leo. Oh ! leave this mournful spectacle. — Thy foe 
Ko longer tenants earth — freedom is thine : 
In other realms thou yet mayst live in peace. 

Con, lave ? Impossible ! — See where she lies ! 
In mercy hold ! Oh, do not take her from me — 
She is my all ! — Embalmed by my hot tears. 
Her beauty will remain through countless ages 
Unspoiled by time ! Til scare away the worm 
That steals to feed upon her velvet lip. 
No noisome thing shall dare approach her corse.—* 
She's vanished from my aight^ — she will not stay ! 
Oh ! have ye pity — bear me to my Blanche ! 
I touch her icy hand, but cannot see her**^. 
Angelic Blanche! my last — last — r- [2>te#. 

[Curtain falh $lowly* 



* Id representatitm, to avoid the similarity of two deaths whhoot violeticfiy 
Courad matched a weapon ftom a soldier, and kiUed hUnself. 



THE END. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



This Tragedy was originally taken from the Author's general recol-* 
lection of the plot and characters of Ford's " Witch of Edmonton;" 
but the suggestions of friends induced so many alterations, as in a 
great measure to destroy the resemblance. The double marriage is 
the only incident which was retained from the old play : it was con- 
sidered necessaiy, in order to heighten the stage effect, to give a 
stronger contrast in the females than is to be found in Ford. 



THE 



KINSMEN OF NAPLES* 



ACT THE FIRST, 



SCENE I, 

A Panoramic View of the Bay and City of Naples, at 
Sunrise ; a picturesque Cottage in the front , from 
which Lorenzo and Viola enter. 

Lor, A slumbering world awakes ! Yon fleecy clouds. 
The rosy harbingers of balmy mom, 
Disperse before the sun's effulgent rays ; 
Which, flashing from the horizon's utmost verge, 
Chequer the dark blue sea with living gold. 
Hail, gorgeous planet ! On this favoured land 
Thy beams illume the fairest, sweetest scenes 
Creation boasts! -r- Oh, my own Viola ! 
Raise thy fair eyes ; behold the glowing tints 
Spread o'er the distant city's marble spires ! 
See how each palace glitters in the light! 

Viola. My dear Lorenzo ! to Viola's eyes 
Tis sweeter far to see the sun's last rays 
Sink in the purple wave : for then, oh ! theoA 
Thy welcome boat has spread its snowy sail 
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To catch the bahny gale that wafts it home. 
I hate the garish day ; it seems to flout 
With gilded pageantry my widowed state ; 
Bat when the pale moon lights her silver lamp, 
Then breaks my day ! then shines my sun of joy. 

Lor, Beloved Viola ! thy Lorenzo chides 
The weary hours that keep him from thine arms. 
Would.it were always moonlight ! I could stray 
With thee for ever through these fairy bowers. 

Viola, Why must we part? Oh, be content to tend 
Our blushing vines. What need have we of gold^ 
Who are so rich in love? Yon city's walls 
Are hateful to my sight* Dear Lorenzo, 
I fear me thou hast seen a beauty there 
Whose chains have quite eclipsed your poor Viola's? 

Lor. By Heaven ! — 

I have no eyes for any charms save thine — 
No sense bat of thy beauty ! 
I cannot wish thy love less ddiicate. 
Less free from fear; yet doubt me not, Viola. 
Say, didst thou ne'er repent the precious gift 
My pleadings won— never regret the vow 
Which gave a treasure to a peai^ant's arms^ 
A king had cheaply purchased with his crown ? 

Viola. There is no room for such regrets, Lorenzo. 
In this devoted heart love has expelled 
All female vanity. I never wished 
That titles, wealth, or power, should bend before 
My humble shrine — not e'en to be refused 
For thee, the only earAJy good I e'er 
Have asked of Heav^Ei. 

Lor. And yetimftthinks, a^ucaLcosonet 
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Might well become those brows — a velvet robe^ 
Studded with gema^ befit thy graceful form. 
Wouldst love me better, sweet, if I could change 
This 'cottage to a palace — wreath thine hair 
With pearls and rubies ? wouldst thou ? wouldst thou? 

Viola. • Twine me a chaplet of the mountain rose, 
My only pearls shall be the dewy drops 
Which hang in clusters on its ruby buds : 
111 have no other coronet. 

Lor. And I ^ 

Would give ft thousand for. one dimpled smile, 
One balmy kiss, my love ! my soul! my: wife ! 

Viola. Why must we part? — That question will recur, 
In spite of all those pretty homilies 
You preach so well, touching the heinous sin 
Of disobedience to a husband's will — 
Spite of thy keen satirical remarks 
On female curiosity— 
Indeed, Lorenzo, 1 will know the cause 
That takes .the^ every day« and all day long, 
From this Elysium — Is't not one, my love? 
What charms can Naples boast to win thy mind. 
If it in truth delights in these wild haunts ? 

Lor. There is no charm in Naples-^none, believe.me. 
I go to sell our fruit — to drive hard bargains 
With avaricious knaves — try all my skill 
To gain a profit on my merchandise ;— 
A sorry task — ^but one I must perform. 
Or we should starve, Viola. 

Viola. Lorenza( 

I know thou dost deceive me. Soiaiething more 
Than sordid traffic occupies thy mind. 
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Yet tiB such pain, such dreadful agony. 

To doubt thy word, that I will be deceived,^ — 

Will cheat the lingering, solitary hours 

With happy thoughts — hours that seem aft endless 

As the everlasting waves, as- dreary 

As the wintry midnight wind,, howling through 

Ruined sepulchres ; — and^ at thy late return. 

Thou shalt not see a tear bedim mine eyes. 

Or guess how many deep and bitter sigfas> 

The lonely day has wrung from this fond breast. 

Lor. Be patient, dearest ! I am aH thine own—* 
For ever thine ! Whatever of mystery 
That seema to shroud me now shall be explained. 
The irksome duty that constraint my steps, 
On each revcdving day, from this loved home^ 
Shall yield its claims. ^ 

Viola. But when ? when, my Lorenzo t 

Lor. To-night : this very night, at my return, 
m tell thee all. Twill be my last return — 
We'll never part again J-^Oh, we have years^ 
Delicious years of hap{»ttess to come I 
Then let the sweet anticipation 
Of all those budding joys cheer the long hoors. 
And -dbffink them into minutes. My Viola, 
I must not leave a cloud upon thy brow ; 
Those eyes should always beam with sunny light : 
A tear obscures their lustre, and each drop 
That falls for me. inflicts a thousand wounds. 
Thou little tyrant, absolute in power. 
How long in torture dmst thy victim writhe. 
Ere thou wilt smile hitn into bliss again T [me t 

Viola. Away with doubt^ wiUi fear — 1 know you love 
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Lor. Love thee ? Oh yes, Viola ;. thou shalt know 
To-night, how truly, fondly, faithfully, 
I have adored thee, and adore thee still — 
How lightly I have prized the golden toys. 
The glittering pageantries of power and state — 
How puerile life's vanities appear. 
To thy Lorenzo, when compared to thee. 

Viola. Nay, I will hear it now ; thou shalt not go 
Till I have wrung this marvellous secret 
From thy unwiUing lips. 

Lor. The sun has sealed them-— 

There is no inspiration in his beams- 
He calls me from thee ; but the moon shall smile 
Upon my tale — ^'twill be a lovely night. 
Heaven's blue arch, spangled with countless myriads 
Of beaming stars, shall canopy our heads— « 
The silvery waves come dancing to our feet — - 
The gale, rich with a thousajnd odours, waft to our ears 
Bewitching music, from the gentle bird i - 

Who sings amid the clusteriag orange blossoms-— . 
Then, then, my Viola, shalt thou shed 
Luxurious t^ars ; and, clasping thy white arms 
Around my neck^ entreat me to forgive 
Thy pretty petulance, thy unjust doubts. 

Viola,./ Shall I hs^ve nothing to forgive Lorenzo? 
Is the strict sUence you Jiave kept so long. 
Unregistered ,a crime in love!s pjare calendar? 
Thou art acquainted , with, tjhe inmost thoughts. 
The seqrtQt wi$.h^ .of my ^oul j; .but I - . • . • 
Have much to learn of tJuAe^ Oh, Lor^Q^o ! t 
Thou know'st this fervent,, warm, ^o'erflQwing heart 
Beats but: for thee ! . 
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Lor. Another shares thy love- 



Viola, Yes, yes — my fether. Arch thy moody brow. 
And feign a jealous fit ; for^ oh ! I swear 
He is the kindest, tmest, dearest^ best 
Of all mankind : and then for constancy. 
Indeed a paragon. My mother^s lot was cast 
In perfect bliss — through a long life adored. 
In death lamented : and, because I bear 
One touch of that sweet saint's external form, 
My father wraps his very soul in me. 
Then shall I not return a love so pure ?*- 
Beware, Lorenzo ! thou hast near my heart 
A potent rival — ^be not too secure ; — 
For I may cast thee off, and live for onie 
Who knovrs the blessing thou dost little prize. 

hor. Oh my best love I I could for ever stay 
To hear thee chide ; but yon impatient sun 
Flings down fierce beams, and warns me to depart-' 
Farewell ! farewell ! nay, prithee do not livieef^V 
My absence will be short ; we meet again, 
Never to separate. 

Fiola. That Hiought supportd me. 

In yon proud city think of thy VioliEL 
Pining in solitary vrretched^eds.' . 

[Exit Lorenzo in; T^ boat. 
The earth looks joyous — Nature smiles around ! '- 
Oh ! blessed beyond all powier of utterance. 
Or deeply Cmtst^ ! the humaki heart alone 
Smiles amid direful storms, or weeps m sunslntie: 
This balmy atmosphere — this bounteous orb^ 
Glowing vnth life and joy— to endless tribes ' 
Of glittering insects, who shdl flutter thtoiigh' 
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The golden day in' exquisite delights. 
Have yet no power to sooth the mental pain 
Which gnaws my heart. Lorenzo ! Oh, Lorenzo ! 
AH, all is darkness till we meet s^in ! 

lExit into the cottagi. 

SCENE IL 

jim Apartment in the Adimari Palace. 
Enter the Dvke and Ferdinand. 

Fer. Health to your grace ! prosperity and peace 
Dwell ever ¥rith yon. 

Duke. Thanks, good Ferdinand, 

For all thy friendly greetings : bnt I fear 
That peace will be a stranger to onr house, 
I cannot brook my truant son's neglect 
Of all my dearest wishes :— he is now 
A stranger to the court < a poor pretetoce 
Of study is the sole apology : 
And if he condescends 'to yisit me. 
His mind is absent ; ' and his looks' betriEiy 
Disinclination and constraint, whene'er 
With earnestness I urge him to support 
The fame &nd honour of our noble house. 

Fer. My kinsmah, sir, unused to be controlled^ • 
Now seeks his greatest pleasures from pursioits 
Which tend to wean him from the worid. YotiTl find 
It somewhat difficult to lead him back, 
And mould him tayour wishes. 

Duke. My mind is much ei^rossed by cares of state, 
And I have be^h less watchful o^er my son 
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Than perhaps were wise ; but he shall find me now 
A father absolute, and jealous of his rights. 
My ceaseless toils have been for his renown ; 
Nor shall he with a careless hand dash down 
Hie superstructure I have raised ! 

Fer, I hope 

You'll find him tractable. 

Dyke. I will be obeyed ! 

Nor longer suffer this ungracious boy 
To disappoint my hopes. There is a lady. 
Lovely and rich, one whose high birth might claim 
A sceptered partner, whose enamoured soul 
Doats on the truant : but that I fear the tale 
Would rouse thy anger, since thy knee has bowed 
Before this worshipped idol of our court, 
I would reveal the fair enthusiast's name.. 

Fer. Oh/ spare me not ! my spirit now is schooled 
To bear my fortune ; and my mind befits 
The station which this good wise world assigns 
The heirs of younger brothers. I must bend 
To sons of dukes, with ducats in their purses.—* 
Nay, do not fear me ; the romantic hopes 
Of early youth have fled, and left my soul 
Sobered to resignation and content. 

Duke. The Prince of Parma's sister, fair Olympia. 

Fer. Olympia ! she whose icy heart repelled 
The burning shafts of love — is she involved 
In all the anguish of an hopeless passion? 
Oh, wonder at my mildness! it might raise 
A whirlwind in this breast — and horrid joy 
Shed a fierce light upon my gloomy soul. 
Like yon volcano's flame when thunder douds 
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Have darkened all the sky : — but I am calm ; 
And^ if my humble service can avaU, 
Will aid Olympia's love — and 'tis a task 
Which may prove somewhat difficult. 

Duke, My palace, Ferdinand, has been your home^ 
E'en from your infancy; and you have said 
You loved your kinsman. Gratitude to me, 
And friendship for my son, should actuate 
Your conduct now. Grood nephew^ if you know 
Aught that can militate against my plans, 
I charge you to reveal it. 

Fer. My duty, sir. 

My anxious wishes for your happiness. 
Have drawn the fatal secret from my lips. 
A peasant girl has stolen Lorenzo's heart : 
He loves her to distraction— every eve 
Steals from the palace, and the live long night 
Pours forth his tender strains beneath her lattice. • 
You know his wild romantic mind — his scorn 
Of pomp and wealth. 

Duke. He dare not marry her 

Against my strict command : — a father's curse 
Shall be his portion if he disobeys. 

Fer. His fiery spirit will not brook commands. 
Too long accustomed to be absolute. 
He now disdains control: nor could the loss 
Of worldly riches tempt him to forsake 
The lowly fair one who receives his vows. 

Dtike. Ill crush this mean attachment in its birth. 
She must be sacrificed — ^the foolish girl 
Who dared to captivate an Adimari— 
A convent or a dungeon is her lot I 

Fer. Then you will lose your son. . Viola's fate 



• 
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Will be Loremo's choice.— « I know him well ; 
He'd fly his country— give up all his friends — 
Relinquish fortune — spurn an offered crown- 
Rather than violate his plighted faith 
To the fond treasure of his soul, his wife! 

Duke. What hast thou said — his wife! Lorenzo's 
wife ! 
The tainted honour of our house demands 
The dissolution of this abject marriage !— 
Dear kinsman, aid me with thy counsel «— speak — - 
My mind is all a chaos ; and my wrath 
Requires the hand of prudence to restrain 
From deeds of violence! i 

Fer. My gracious lord ! 

Ere I presume to offer my advice, 
I must entreat you would throw off disguise. 
And tell me truly what your hand would dare, 
To wipe away the deep, the foul disgrace, 
This mean connexion heaps upon our house. 

Duke. Vd rather see Lorenzo in his grave, 
Than leave my ducal coronet to bind 
A peasant's brows, and see my son allied 
To vine-dressers perchance, or lazaroni! — 
Oh, Ferdinand! by Heaven and Hell! I swear 
To plunge my reeking dagger in his heart, 
If that I find him obstinately bent 
Against his duty, and my dearest hopes. 

Fer. Listen, my lord, with patience. Policy, 
Not open violence, must work our will. 
It were an idle task— a waste of words*— ^ 
To try persuasions, promises,' or threats ; 
But we may move him by a father^ tears— ^ 
A father's agonizing prayers for life. 
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Deign to dissemble — work upon bis mind 
With terrors for your honour — safety — fame ! 
Invent a tale which shall arouse his fears 
Of some impending horror, that alone 
Can be dispelled by his consent to wed 
The feir Olympia. — 

Duke. If it be possible by gentle means, 
A pious fraud, to win him from his base. 
Ignoble love, I'll lend a willing aid. 

Fer. The late conspiracy will give a gloss 
To our invention. Tell him that, subdued 
By Austria's promises, you joined the foes 
Who leagued against the king — but when the storm 
Burst on their heads, withdrew your countenance, 
In the vain hope that none would learn your guilt. 

Duke. Confess myself a traitor ! What good end 
Can that produce? 

Fer. Now it follows. — 

Tell him that Parma's prince alone has pierc'd 
The fatal secret — that your fame and life 
lie at his mercy. Then enrich your tale 
With golden pageants of Olympia's love ; — 
Say, that she gave you warning of your danger. 
And offered to become the pledge of peace — 
The hostage for her brother's secrecy ;— - 
And then implore him, by the love he bears 
To hoary hairs— 'to filial piety — 
To save you from disgrace — perchance from death ! 

Duke. If I could teach my i^tubboni pride to stoop 
To this dissimulation,— and 1 own 
That I would hazard much to. free ^y name 
From the etarnal Uot this low-born girl 
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Would bring upon it— much to intertwine 
The illustrious arms of Parma on my sliield, — 
Say^ dost thou think Corenzo could be duped 
By mere assertion ? And we have no proof 
To give support and credence to our tale. [least 

^ Fer, Proofs may be gained — such semblance as at 
Might well deceive Lorenzo's guileless heart. 
Behold this packet! — Yes ; it is the seal, 
The signature of Austria's emperor! — • 
It was presumed that I could be induced — 
A poor dependent — to embark my sword, 
My life, and honour, in this enterprise : 
But I had wisdom to perceive the snare. 
And shunned the desperate game. Aloof, 
I saw them rushing headlong to their ruip ! — 
But this is from our point. Read, good my lord ! — 
The Austrian council were not niggardly 
In promises. Your unsuspecting son 
May well believe they were addressed to you ; 
The language is obscure. •— 

Duke. It must be done. — 

The fiery spirit which disdains control 
Will justify all arts : I see, indeed. 
Their stem necessity. Thanks, thanks, my friend ! 
Success must crown a plan so deeply laid ! 

Fer. Lorenzo is arrived ! Prepare to meet. 
And mould bim to your wishes. When his tongue 
Has once pronounced the promise that annuls 
His marriage with Viola, you must haste 
Olympiads nuptials ! Twere too hazardous 
To give him time for thought. — 

Pulfe. I have advance4 
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His suit with fair Olympia so far, 
That I have httle doubt to-morrow's sun 
May see them wedded. — Hist! I hear his voice ! — 
Thou art an able counsellor. Farewell ! 
We shall subdue this rebel to our wish. [Exii Duke. 
. Fer, Go, wicked, weak old man — and spread the net 
That shall entangle thee ; plunge deep in sin^ 
But miss its bright reward ! These are not times 
For errant knights to wander through the world. 
And give their services for empty breath. 
Why^ half this gallant dukedom scarce would buy 
A magic seal, to close my babbUng lips^ 
When they can whisper to the passing winds 
Lorenzo's second marriage, ere the first 
Be cancelled by the laws of Earth or Heaven f 
Olympia^ too ! — how fortune favours me ! — 
She is the object of my deadly hate ! 
For, oh ! I owe my misery —my guilt — 
To her indifference. Had she but smiled — 
Riches, and rank, and stainless innocence, 

Had crowned my life ! I might have been Avaunt, 

Ye scenes of lost delight ! — I am a wretch ! — 

But 'twas Olympia whose keen contempt 

Kindled these quenchless flames within my brain — 

And she shall feel them in her heart! — Fly on. 

Ye weary hours ! and give the doting wife, 

The spotless matron, to my fierce -revenge! — 

111 cross her path ; and thunder in her ear 

The thing she is — " Adulteress!"— All hell 

Shall open at her feet ! — the horrid sound 

Shall dissipate in air her dreams of bliss, 

And wring her tortured soul with agony. 

As bitter as the pangs which reign in mine ! — [Exit. 
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SCENE III. 

A Cohnade fronting the Bay, 
Sebastian and Ferdinand meeting. 

Fer. Sebastian^ you have tarried long. What news 
Hast thou aow brought me ? 

Seb. Long, my lord, I watched 

Viola's cottage : you may safely dare 
To visit it at noon. Till set of sun 
The Count remains at Naples. 

Fer. 'Tis very well ! For once a lucky chance 
Has marred my plot. Soon, soon shall I behold 
Lorenzo writhing with the agony 
Of conscious guilt. The cold and haughty Duke, 
Whose scanty gifts, ungraciously bestowed, 
Demanded fulsome flattery — and thanks 
As mean and abject — ^kneeling at my feet, 
Must supplicate the humble Ferdinand, 
And beg for mercy.— 

Seb. That were full revenge ! — 

1 marvel not to see your spirit rise 
Against oppression. If I might presume, 
I would inquire the cause of that deep hate 
You bear his son? The Count has ever proved 
Munificent and just-— a faithful friend ! 

Fer. His beauty, virtue, talents — these were thorns. 
Were daggers in my heart ! In love, in war, 
In martial exercise, e'en from our youth 
He has supplanted and defeated me. — 
All this I might have borne ; but will not brook 
The keen reproaches of his flashing eye, 
Elate in conscious virtue I -^To destroy 
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This proud preeminence, and bring him down— 

Down to a level with the guilty wretch 

Who now awakes his pity and contempt — 

Is the revenge my struggling spirit craves. 

And will not be denied. — This very hour 

I learned, that she who, when this cankered heart 

Was pure and sinless, taught it first to love — 

Oh, memory ! memory ! — That love was scorned — 

And he, Lorenzo, the infernal cause ! — 

Seb, Your cousin's marriage with his peastmt girl 
Removes all future rivalry. 

Fer. That act alone. 

If I should falter in my dark resolves, 
Would spur me on. — 'Tis now a year ago, 
Lorenzo and myself, in frolic mood. 
Disguised as peasants, sought a vintage feast. 
Viola shone the queen. — I saw, and loved.— 
Preasing aflFairs called my unwilling steps 
To Sicily. On my return, I found 
My kinsman wedded — wedded to Viola ! 

Seb, That was indeed a blow, and deeply struck \ 
It might have roused a temper meeker far 
Than thine. My lord, I am your slave — 
The creature of your bounty ; but I fear 
My gratitude, my service, will not meet 
Your utmost wishes. If 'tis as I guess. 
You meditate the Count Lorenzo's death! 

Fer. Dost thoususpect me of a common plot-* 
A scheme which any hilling bravo', steel 
Might execute ? Sebastian ! no, no, no ! — 
'Tis deeper — ^ deadlier ! I will emhroil 
Lorenzo with the laws *^ raise up a fpe 
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In Parma's prince ; nay, e'en his tender wife-— 

The gentle, mild> adoring Viola — 

Shall expedite his ruin, whilst I rise 

Upon thewr eck of his felicity ; 

If not an unsuspected agent> one 

Who only aided by advice, not deeds ! — 

Perchance, ere this, the now submissive Duke 

May need my eloquence. I must away ! 

Thou to my palace for my next commclnds. [EjiV. 

Seb. I cannot choose but grieve at this resolve. 
Yet wherefore ? Should I whisper in the ear 
Of Count Lorenzo all his kinsman's schemes^ 
My ruin were complete. There is no spot 
Within the living world would shelter me ' 

From this fell demon's wrath. Oh, honesty] 
Thou art too ragged and too mean a guest. 
For one who loves to revel with the greiat, 
And taste luxurious pleasures ! [£jiV . 

SCENE IV. 

A Saloon. 
Enter Ferdinand and the Duke. 

Fer. Oh, my good uncle ! quick unfold thy news ! 

Duke. I shall prevail. Lorenzo, as we guessed^ 
Was well prepared to justify his choice, . 
And deck his peasant with a coronet. 
Or quit a palace for a mountain hut. -r- 
My tears, my seeming anguish^ sealed his lips : 
He listened to the. well invented tale. 
And, struck with horrorat the dreadful fate . 
Which seemed impending o'er his fether's head. 
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At first he thought no sacrifice too great 
To save so dear a life ! -— Viola soon^ 
In all her charms, returned upon his soul — 
He wavered — grew distracted. — — 

Fer, Yet will bend 

Before our matchless art ! But see, he comes ! 
Contending passions struggling in his breast. 
Be it our task to sooth his tortured mind, 
Aixd reconcile him to his destiny. 

Fm.ter Lorenzo. 

Lor. My friend ! my kinsman ! to thy sheltering heart 
I fly for comfort ; -r-^ dost thou know a spell 
To chase away despair? : — Do not hate me. 
Though I deserve thy hate.; — Oh 1. 1 have broken 
A thousand oaths --* committed sin on sin ; 
But 'twas to save a parent's life— -to screen 
His aged head from infamy and shame. 

Fer. Unhappy man ! the trial is severe. 
Yet win thy duty nobly triumph o er it ; 
And the remembrance of the sacrifice 
In after years, when passion has expired, 
Will shed a geiitle balm upon the wounds 
So deeply plantedin thy bleeding heart ! 

Lor. If my life's happiness alone were wrecked. 
Then could I boldly front the raging storm. 
Dash 'mid the weltering waves, and sternly mark 
My last hope melting in the dark abyss ! — 
But I must trample on each sacred tie! — - 
Stab the confiding breasts of those who love me ! 
My father, or my wife ! — A iearful choice ! — 
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One sinking in the grave hy slow degrees -^ 

A grave my hands have dug — patient and pale — 

A drooping lily, blighted by the breath 

That should have cherished it ! Tis horrible ! 

But there's another phantom more accursed — 

A father bleeding 'neath the axe^ upreared 

By the unnatnral mandate of a son ! 

Fer. Dismiss that horrid image from thy mind ! 
Twill freeze thy blood — shoot madness through thy 

brain! 
He must not die a traitor's shameful death : 
There is a lesser evil. Oh^ Lorenzo ! 
Is there a crime so foul as parricide ? 

Lor. Why should the innocent be sacrificed 
To spare the guilty ? If my heart's best blood 
Could save my father's life^ I'd pour it out 
As freely as the mcmntain torrent flies 
To fertilize the plain ; but will not plunge 
In endless woe the tender^ fidthfnl wife. 
Whom I have sworn for ever to protect !— 
Urge me no more — I never will consent. 

Duke. Then let him die I What is an old man^ft life^ 
That love should immolate one hour of bUss^ 
To bid it calmly run through nature's course? — 
Oh ! titey are lying legends — poets' dreams— 
Those beautiful impossibilities 
Of filial piety^ which cheat our ears 
With tales of goodness, far above the reach 
Of human virtue ! Fly to thy Viola ! 
Encircled in her arms, thou wih not see 
The blood-stained wheel — the executioner 
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Perform his horrid office ; and her voice. 

Singing love's melting strains^ will drowh the groans. 

The low faint shrieks^ wrung from a weak old man! 

Lor. Viola! oh, Viola! 
Thou gentle, innocent, endearing being 1 
The storm has gathered round thy gailtlesa head. 
And, unsupported^ thou must brave its fiiiy ! 
The day will cheat thee with fallacious hopes, 
Which must for ever vanish with the sun. 
Whose parting rays, unconscious victim ! 
Thine eager eyes wili hAil with hollow joy. 
Fancy beguiles thy solitary hours 
With lovely visions ; thy Lorenzo comes, 
And twines a rosy wreath around thy brows ; — '• 
Tis deadly nightshade, poisonous, and bahf&d i 
The glittering stars, which aye were wont to shme ' 
Whene'er we wandered forth, will dia4e their beans • '. 
In lurid clouds— the raven's <lismal croak' 
Silence the nightingale's melodious lay •^— ^ 
And Siroc's pestilential blasts unnerve 
Our trembling limbs ; — horrors which well befit 
Our bosoms' anguish, and the withering tale 
Of desolated joys which I must utter J . 

Fer. You must not meet ; — her ^exquisite distims -' 
Would quite unm^ you — melt your be^t resolves. 
Twere better she sKould never know the Iruth, / 

Or learn the fetal news from other lips. -— 
We, we will seek her; 

Lor. My fethet f friend ! 

If it be possible, let her temain 
In happy ignorance of the vile deceit 
Which I have practised— let her think me still 



96 THE JKINSMEIN.OF NAPLES. 

An honest peasant. Oh ! I would forego 

All the proud titles of my ancestors, 

To well deserve that name ! — Dp not paint me false ; 

For I am all true faith and cpnstancy. 

Let her suppose me dead — 'twill wound her less 

Than my abandonment : vpon my grave 

Her tears will, flow with less of bitterness. 

Than would imbue the agonizing drops 

Wrung by my falsehood from her aching eyes ! . 

And the blest thought that, with unceasing love, 

She*ll fondly cherish my remembrance. 

Will sooth me through the miseraUe years 

Which I am doomed to suffer. Father! father ! 

To thy kind fostering care I noiw commit 

The treasure, of my soul. By all thy hopes 

Of happiness on Earth! — of bliss in Heaven! 

I charge thee to protect the lovely martyr 

From every useless pang : and may thy path 

Through life be tiacked by haggard misery, 

Such as I feel — or redolent with blessings — 

As thou shaU justify, the sacred trust , 

Confided to thy care; [Exit Lormza. 

Duke. This solemn adjuration might affright 
A wesiker mind — nay, it has startled mine : 
But to recede were cowardly ; and shame. 
With bitter taunts, would hunt me to the grave* . 

JPer. Lorenzo's love has not had time to cool. 
And so he prates of constancy — in sooth, - < 

A most mimculous virtue in a man ! — 
A day will come, good uncle, when his smiles ,. 
Shall thank us for this deed.* — Viola now 
Demands our thoughts. 
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Duke. A conveDt's holy walls 

May best befit her state. To-morrow eye. 
When Vve secured Lorenzo in his chains; 
111 seek her cottage, and beguile her ears 
With the fond tale that best may suit our purpose. 

Fer. Well speak of this anon. — [Exeunt . 



END OF THE FIRST ACT. 



I 
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ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE I. 

The Bay of Naples, as in the first Scene, 

Enter Claudio. 

CL Oh, mutability of human life ! 
The same bright sun that lit up yester mom 
Now shines serene; but, oh I how changed the hearts 
Which blithely hailed his first resplendent beams ! — 
The livelong night Fve hovered round the cot, 
Yet would not enter ; in the hope that sleep 
Might seal the aching eye-lids of my child. 

Enter Fishermen and their Wives to their morning 
labours ; some in boats, 8^c. i;c. 

Good neighbours, have ye seen Lorenzo*s boat? 

I've paced the silent beach for weary hours 

Vainly; — each sail that wooed the morning breeze 

But raised within my breast fallacious hopes ! 
Fisherman. I was at Naples yesterday, and saw 

Lorenzo's boat moored close along the quay; 

And when at night I left the lonely shore. 

It still dancdd idly on the swelling wave. 

CL 111 climb the knoll, which poor Viola calls 

Her fairy watch-tower; and perchance my toil 

May be rewarded by the welcome view 

Of the loved wanderer's too, too tardy bark. 

[Exit Claudio, Chorus of Fishermen, 8fc* 
The Nereid in her coral cave, 
Deep deep beneath the d»xk blue wave, 



TBE KINSMBN OF NAPLJCft. d9 

Has risen from her pearly chamber. 
And decked her silken locks with amber. 
Hark! 'mid th6 heavy/liilling notes. 

Which murmnr from the sounding sea. 
Her liquid^ airy music floats 

In wild and thrilling melody ! 
Up! loiterers, haste! — she chides your stay, 
The Nereid sings, away! awayl 

lExeunf PeasdntSf Ssc. The last Une of the 
chorm U repeated behind the scene* 

Enter ViohA from the cottage. 

Viola. Was't not the sound of gladness? I had 
deemed 
All earthly joys were fled! Nay, mock me not 
With that soft strain —'tis discord to mine ears. 
Whose ceaseless vigil ne'er «hall be repaid 
By the sweet mudic of Lorenzo's voice ! — 
How wrfcome is the -daylight ! The bright sun 
Will dissipate the vapours that assumed 
So m&ny dinfitl shapes to fright mine eyes ; 
The joctand hitds drown with their melody 
The dreary sounds that rang upon my brain ! — 
Was it a dream? Oh, no! I could -not sleep 
With such a restless torture in my breast.—- 
I've been surrounded by unholy fiends 
And squalid monsters, who die long night through, - 
With savage yeHs, shrieked out, ^* Loren£o*B fiilse V^ 
Exulting in my misery.— They're .fled! — 
Will day-light bring no o&€fr comfort to me ? 
On thee, LoreiUKO, must I vainly call? 
I try to shape thy fortU'^^-my teasfol eyes 
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Are fixed on vacancy ! Am I then forsaken 

Utterly — entirely abandoned ? Oh, Heavien I . 

I cannot spend another hideous night 

In dread suspense ; reason will give way 

Beneath such thrilling pain ! My thoughts are wild !-?f 

One horrid image can alone engage them ! -r-* 

Enter Claudio. 

■■•.}. 

My kind, kind father ! -candt thou give me hope ? 

CL I see no reason for such deep despair : — r 
Rouse thee, my child ; Lorenzo will return ! 
Some accident detains him ; rest assured 
His absexlce is involuntary. You may place 
A firm dependence on your husband's love. 

Viola, Have I a husband ?— Do I live to ask 
That fearful question? Dost thou, dost thou think 
fiorenzo could forsake melrr- 

QL ' ' t Forsake thee I N05 • ,. ^i . • 

It is impq^sible. He is all truth -r- . 'Hr^ , ' 

All fond affection;**- such idolatry, 
Twas more than love, could never yet be £^gned ! 

Viola, Hiat sweet assuraiioe gives me lif<^ j-r^Thanks^ 
thanlMi! 
A thousand (Impks ! Yet« oh ! why wa^ I left^ ; 
Throughout a weary miserable night, 
A prey to agonizing doubts f^id fears i 

CU Some unexpected business, perchaiice, . . 
]^ept; hm ^^ Naples till toQ late an hpur 
To sail across the Bay. 

Viola. Oh, no! Oh, no! 

Hp would have sent a message to relieve 
My anxious fe^r^. Alas ! it wa9 nqt dii^t^ 
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CL Oh ! do not, do not grieve your father's heart, 
By nursing such deeip sorrow ; for as yet 
Indeed thou hast no cause : this very eve 
May see thee smiling at thy idle fears. — 
Consider^ love! Lorenzo will demand 
His blooming rose, unspoiled of one bright tint ; 
And shall I offer him a withered flower? — > 
No, no ! rU cast it far away^ and cull 
Some gaudy tulip to supply its place. 
I dare not leave thee, or I would abridge 
This painful interval of dread suspense. 
By a quick search in Naples for thy lord. 

Viola. Oh, ^twas a blessed thought! I too will seek 
My lost Lorenzo in yon crowded mart ! 
Yes, we will go together. — Nay, indeed, 
111 not be left behind. 

CL Thy tender frame 

Will ill sustain the sun's meridian heat. 
And such unwonted toil. — 

Viola, I'm strong-^ quite strong — 

Ready to undertake a pilgrimage r 

TlirDugh burning deserts — >over flinty rocks. — 
I feel invulnerable to all pain 
That miay assail my body. Haste, then, haste! 
My anxious spirit will not brook delay. — 

CL My boat lies on the beach ; I wiU but stay 
To launch her in the wave : then fare thee well 1 — 
An hour shall not elapse ere we set sail. 

. [Exit Claudio. 

Viola. Thou humble scene of all my joys and sorrows. 
Perchance these eyes may never more behold 
Thy much loved walls. 'Twodd-kill me to return 
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Without Lorenzo. The bitteir memory 

Of buried happiness would haunt my soul 

With keener pangs in this once hallowed spot ! 

A flinty cave, a desert Waste^ would suit 

The colour of my fate — afflict me less 

Than smiling landscapes ; — but coipe, gentle hop^ ! 

Dispel these hazard fimcies ; sing of joy^ 

And tell me that Lorenzo Iotcb me still i 

lExU into the cottugei. 

SCENE 11. 

A Saloon. 
Enter the Prince of Parma and OLYftfp.iA, 

01. Sooth mcy my brother, with thy. flattery ; 
I ne'er, till now, found pleasure in the sbtmfl* ' : 
Repeat the list of gallant cavaliers 
Who languish i|i my chains ; enchant knine eajrs \ 
With wondrous miracles my charms have wrought. 
Be not afiraid that I shall check thy tongue, . 
Hiough e'er so lavish in my praise. Lfain 
Would kindle vanity*a consoling fires. 
And feed my pride — e'en at th^ price of trutti. . 

Frinte. Then lend a pleased attention to this tale 
Of gentle Tancred's unpresiiimng love. 

OL Oh ! rather tell me of a dearer conquest. 
Say that the maiden arts, the simple wiles. 
Which my unpractised heart has fondly triedt 
Were not essayed in vain : tell me that he, 
Ilie.worshii^ed idol of my soul, is caught 
In love's soft thraldom : dweHnpon the them6> 
And let Aie revel in the witching tale. 
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Prince, Olympic, I cannot frame my tongue 
To utter falsehood^ Though sincerity 
May now displease^ forgive me that I fear 
Lorenzo's altered conduct is derived 
From duty or ambition. I perceive 
No tokens of the love, wliose fond excess 
Young Tancred vainly struggles to subdue. 

01. Why do you spea|: pf Tajicred? Tis unkind. 
I feel a generpus sorrow for his grief— 
But can no more. My brother, do not damp 
My rising joys, or cloud my bridal mom 
With dark forebodings. 

Prince. Believe me, they proceed 

From true affection. 

Q/. Share my happiness. 

Exert thine iedoquence to paint the bUss 
Of holy wedlock. If there be a ^tate 
Of true felicity in this cold world, 
^Tis when indissoluble marriage bands 
Have linked two kindred hearts ! I smile 
In bold derision of the wretched jests* ' 
The vulgar slanders, of ignoble i9in]i}s. ' . . 
Lorenzo has a gentle^ g^nerQus. heart, ... 
And mine is formed for tei^orn^^s ao4 t^th: 
Then do not chide 4we— dQ.OQt 4all ^oxe yain:^ • 
If^ in the fearlessness of con^oious irort|i^ 
I challenge his regard^.. MyitliDrQbhuig 1^^^,. 
In happy exultation, wildly pants .i. ^ 

To brave a husband's cold indifii^rence — 
Elate with hope^ s^id confident of ^umph. . .. ' 

Prince. A pierilous aohieven^^nt! Qhp be ^araed,; ^ 
And 'tempt it not ! The ipi^tsiqns of our sex .^ \^i 
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Are fiercely wild^ stem, and nngovemable ^ 

And there are some whose vitiated tastes 

Would spurn all gentlefemale attributes. 

To offer incense at a wanton^s-shrine. 

Whose bold licentious manners best may suit 

Their brutal minds. As yet^ thy fairy bark 

Has smoothly glided down the stream of life; 

The breath of love has filled the silken sailn. 

And not a single ripple checked its coarse; 

For strong affection like a pilot sate. 

To guide the timorous helm. Then {dace it not 

In unknown hands— -or quit a silvery lake 

To brave the terrors of a stormy sea. 

How shall the fragile vessel bear the shocks • 

Of whelming waters, quicksands, rocks, and shoals? 

Twill float a gilded wreck, or sink for ever! 

01^ Raise not fantastic terrors to affright me. 
It is not noble dealing to attaint 
Lorenzo's snowy fame on such weak grounds ! 
Thy love for Tancred urges thee beyond- 
The bounds of justice. 

Prince. Would that my feam were only phantasi 
The mere creations of an anxious mind ! 
But I have solid reason to believe 
Lorenzo's heart is not his own to give : 
Another holds it Then reserve thy snules 
For one whose fond idobAry des^kves 
A sweet return. 

01. Nay, now my pride • is roused- ! 
The very name of rival stirs my soul. 
Shall J, Olympia, bind my conquering Imtows 
With wreadis of willow ? Na! beneath my feet 
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All hearts must I)end — > I scorn an easy prize, 
ril change the current of Lorenzo's love^ 
And its full tide shaU flow for me alone ! 

Prince. My Oiympia ! 

My lovely sister I I would see thee matched 
To one whose grateful heart! could truly prize 
So dear a blessing. Thou art beautiful. 
Youngs rich, and idolized 1 -^ so good, so pure. 
That if an angel should descend on earth. 
And bear thee smiling to the skies, arrayed 
In all thy mortal coil, the heaTenly host ' 

Of pure ethereal spirits could not boast 
Souls <tf more innocence, or brighter forms ! 

01. . Beseech thee, good my brother, check the reiii 
Of thy wild fancy, or I die with blushing' — ' 
A sh8■l^ful death for such a peerless. nym|»h ! ' ' 

Prince. Blush not to hear a brother's honest praise — 
A brother whose affection cannot brook 
The shadow of a slight to cme so dear.— 
Oh ! shall the star of Naples — she whose charms 
A thousand harps have sung — ^be sacrificed 
To narrow policy, or fiercerambition? 

01. And if it be a sacrifice — Oiympia flies, 
A willii^ victim ! Be not so unjust, 
My kindj^ good brother, to Lorenito's worth ; / > 
Or doubt the force of those amazing channs 
Thy flufint tongue, ddighta to descant 'on. 
It is uncourteous to suppose the Count 
A proud, cold statesman, splenetic or dull. 
On whom the golden sunshiUe of my beauty 

ShaU vainly sn^ I What triumph to invest 
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An honest peasant. Oh ! I would forego 

All the proud titles of my ancestors^ 

To well deserve that name ! — Dp not paint me false ; 

For I am all true faith and cpnstancy. 

Let her suppose me dead — 'twill wound her less 

Than my abandonment : vpon my grave 

Her tears will, flow with less of bitterness, 

Than would imbue the agonizing drops 

Wrung by my falsehood from her aching eyes ! 

And the blest thought that, with unceasing love, 

She*ll fondly cherish my remembrance. 

Will sooth me through the miserable years 

Which I am doomed to su£fer. Father! father ! 

To thy kind fostering care I no:w commit 

The treasure of my soul. By all thy hopes 

Of happiness on Earth ! — of bliss in Heaven ! 

I charge thee to protect the lovely martyr 

From every useless pang : and may thy path 

Through life be tracked by haggard misery, 

Such as I feel — ox redolent with blessings — 

As thou shalt justify, the sacred trust , 

Confided to thy care; [Exit Lorenzo. 

Duke. This sol^mn adjuration might a£fright 
A weslker mind — nay, it has startled mine : 
But to recede were cowardly ; and shame. 
With bitter taunts, would hunt me to the grave* 

Fer. Lorenzo's love has not had time to cool. 
And so he prates of constancy — in sooth, 
A most miraculous virtue in a man ! — 
A day will come, good uncle, when his smiles 
Shall thank us for this deed. — V^ola now 
Demands our thoughts. 



THE KINSMEN OF NAPLES. 97 

Duke. A convent's holy walld 

May best befit her state. To-morrow eve. 
When Tve secured Lorenzo in his chains; 
111 seek her cottage, and beguile her ears 
With the fond tale that best may suit our purpose. 

Fer, Well speak of this anon.— lExeimi. 



END OF THE FIRST ACT. 



I. 
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Thou tviit forget thy sorrows ;' for ihy sotdj 
Plumed by thy fertent prayers, will fly to Heaven ! 

[Exit ClaAdio. During Viola^s sdUloqfiyy a croukl 
iruensibfy gather round the church. 
Fiola. How wearily iny feet perfoDrm their office ! 
For every step augments the'heavy load 
That weighs upon my heart ; -^my dazzled eyes 
Are strained witli gazing. Alone, amid a crowd 
Who stare upon the straihger as I pass^ 
With lookflT of wonder ! -*— N^ver, on the rocks -*- 
The unfrequented tracts of mountain wilds — 
Did I e*er feel ^ sad and solitary! — 
I hurry through the streets, that seem to rise 
From-otet the earth to mock my useless toil ; 
And seek in- vain on every countenance 
For lineaments fttiobiliar to mine eyes«— * 
Sometimes I catch a glimpse of hope — the air, ' '' 
The form, the habit of a passenger. 
Resemble my Lorenzo's — ^^ then my heart 
In wild and maddening" transport swells wifhia nfte ;— »- 
I fly to clasp' hini in iny arms, and meet 
A strange cold glance that freezes up my soul ! 
I fancy envious demons are at wdik 
To cheat my sense ! I sicken and despair—- 
Yet am again deceived : and every shock' 
Leaves me so dizzy, weak, and spiritless, 
I scarce have strength to drag my trembling limbs 
To prosecute my search. Lost— bewildered 
In this labyrinth— fatigued in mind — 
And worn with watchiiig— where shall I find rest^ 
A moment's redt, to ease this tortured fratne? — ' 
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I'll crawl to yoQder church— ^invoke the saint, 
Whose hallowed wings o'ershade the sacred pile. 
To shed a blessiii^ on my pilgrimage. «-— 
What mean the crowd who bar my near, approach 1 
Their gay attire and cheerful looks bespeak. 
Some jocund meeting. May a stranger ask 
The reason of this festival? 

Peasant. Aye, and welcome {— 

We are assembled here to meet the bride. 
To str^w beneath her feet the sweetest flowers 
Our gardens yield. — , 

Viola. A lady of the city ? 

Min^rel. It is a ;9tranger who demands that question.. 
Dost thou not know the rose of Naples — ^fsgir 
01ympia-r-*the gentle, the munificent — 
She who justifies the poet's wildest dreams 
Of female excellence -^ whose virtues, far eclipse 
The lavish graces of her matchless form? 

Friar. Oh ! thon art landed in an happy hour 

Upon our coasts I- The firesh and ambient air 

Is filed with orisons — the guardian saints 

Will smile upon the city, for the sake 

Of one beloved in Hevren ! — » 

PeasofU^ Stranger, rejoice ! 

Our private cares we cast away — discard 

Each selfish feeling, in the general joy 

Diffused o'er all our hearts, at happiness 

So well deserved. Parma^ princess, fair Olympia, 

This mom is wedded to the gaUant heir 

Of Adimari's dukedom. Count Lorenzo. 

f^iola. Lorenzo ! Tis a common name. What means 

This beating at my heart? — Nay, prithee, rest ! 
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Thou IrnqTy fl«^teittig foot be 8tai/be ttiil! 

Lor^[izo's wife t Wbai boimdlegs happbesB 

Or bitter agony-tiiose iroids 4^oi»r^ ti-»-' 

Ob, lorc^ pmieeMi.! laty t&y deBttnf ' 

Be fiur remoTied from nitte ! — - tby husband'e love 

Remain tbroagb loiigtiunied.yeftrgulidMaigeci atidpufe; — 

And mayst thoa never feel the eroel doubts^ 

The rackmg feaci/ thai imog my tortured breast ! 

Tea, yes ; thou vSl be happy ! «^ 1%at aweet name 

Bears magic in the sottod!)-— Thy blighter dbarms 

Will chfiia the roving fancy of thylofdi— . 

And thou wilt never sbed such bitter tears . • 

For thy Lorenio^ as I weep for mine ! 

The doors of the Church open, and the bridal Train enter. 
LoBENzo, magnificently dressed, leads Olympian. 

Peasants* They come! they ^iome ! now afrew the 

way with flowers I 
Fiofa. Ha ! am I haunted still? Will.not the day 
Protect me froaoL the fiendish mockeries 
That tortured me all night ? My eye-balls bum 1 r— 
My brain's on fire !«— • It ia iBusion alll-^ 
Oh ! would it were ! the truth wJH dnine me madl 

[Rushing frantickli^ forward. 
Hold these ac^orsed rites ! ye do profane 
The majesty of Heaven t Forbear, forbear^ * . : . . 
Thou meddling priest!^-- tho\^ omst nol break ^die bonds 
The I\oIy ohurch ha;i tied. He's mhie l-^He^ mtne 1 ^^ 
E'en at the altar I proclhim himminel— 
Ofi*! off! I will .be heard I Loren-^-^^. [fbtnlsv 

{IJorenzQ darts forward^ and -eaUhes Viola* in 
his arms. 



Lor. That Voice lias pielreN my soi]di Viidlal * 
My own beloved Viola t Wbat (lire ehaace 
Could lead thy sle|W to fliia: acGiinied «pot?--T * 

Duke. She's mad'^HOOQveylierheiiGeiHohJ^Loseiiso! 
Restrain thy feelings ! One ui^paaided word 
Will bring tby ^godfeHief to ilM Uodil 

Fer. It is a kmg and mekincholy tale! -^ 
She lost'^her reason at hser Jo^^er^ deatli* . : - * ' 

He was Lorenzb\s tme ihoti^ Inunbleririend— -' 
And her distraoted senses still retain 
The fond idea diat in Ms fonn revives ' 
The soul of one she loved.«^ 

Prince. Let not a maniac's raving interrupt 
Our solemn festival. Release the Count 
From his unconscious burthen ! — take her hence ! 

Fer. Rouse thee, Lorenzo^ from this fearful trance ! 
Oh ! what avails the desperate victory 
Which duty gained, if thy impetuous love 
Now triumphs in the ruin of thine house? 

Lor. Oh ! can I leave thee ? Will not lightning blast 
The perjured wretch ? Oh, that the pitying Earth 
Would open to receive us ! Hell's worst pains 
Were bliss — were ecMcy — to those I feel ! — 

[^Ferdinand takes Viola from Lorenzo's arms. 

Prince. My lord, we wait your pleasure. 

Lor. A ny where ! — 

Aye, to the grave ! — the grave will give me rest ! 

[Exeunt all excepting f^iola, Ferdinand, and 
Sebastian. 

Fer. How lovely e'en in death's similitude ! 
But that my breast is seared against remorse. 
And my high spirit towers above the fate 
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That wonM haVe fettered it in terrile chains. 
Oh, beauteous victim !- 1 douM jj^ity thee.-^ 
Down ! 'tiff an idle thought !-*-! tnumph nowl -^ 
Olympia ! lidt, gaudy, perfmned flowers 
Hide from thy 8peU4K)und eyes the precifHce 
O'er which you'hover^ Eke Ae careless bird 
Who stoops her wing within the fowler's snare. 
A breath from me wffl dash ihee down the deep^ 
And fatbmnlesB 'abyss ; and though that breath 
Should be the last I ever* drew -— my life. 
My soul's et^mal weUare^, should not buy it ! ISxiuni. 
[FiVa is carried out imenmble by Ferdimand^ 
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ACT THE THIRD. 

» 

SCENE L 

A Saloon. Viola niid Ferdinand discovered, 
Viola /j/ing on a Couch, 

Fer. There is a charm in beauty that can sooth . 
The fierce and restless passions of the soul L v 
Revenge ! ambition ! what are ye to love ? — 
Oh ! I could gaze for ever on those charms ! — 
Forget my cares — renounce the world's best joys — 
For one bright smile! Oh ! then revive, revive! 
And bless me with a glance from those veiled eyes ! -— 
Decked in thy gentle graces, meekly bland> 
Diffuse around my spell-bound raptured soul 
Ineffable delight ! — 

Viola. Clasp me still closer to thine heart, Lorenzo,— * 
Or they wiU tear me from thee — closer still ! 

Fer. Her breath — her voice — her touch, is fraught 
with love ! 
The subtle poison steals through every vein. 
And mingles with my life-blood I — 

Viola. He shall not wed another. I'm his wife ! 
My father, wilt thou now desert thy child? 

Fer. There's witchcraft in her eyes ; those cbi^rms 
might lure 
An holy angel from bis bowers of bliss ! 

Fiola. Still living— still in this bad world, where pain 
Has reared its horrid empire ! Oh ! that these eyes 
Had opened on some dark and^unknown shore — 
Where sprites and demons jreign ••-^ where I could Ipse 
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The cruel memory of all my wrongs ! 
What tortures could the fiends devise so keen. 
So bitter as my anguish ? I am sick — 
Weary of life — I cannot breathe this air; 
Lorenzo's falsehood has polluted it! 

Fer. Sweet mourner! I would bid thee dry those tears, 
And strive to give thee comfort j but my soul 
Disdains to pheat thee with the name of hope. 
Amid the gayest of the revellers — 
His charmed eye gazing on unrivalled beauty — 
His false lip whispering ardent vows of love— 
And his rapt ear drinking the fond response — 
Lorenzo cannot give a single thought 

To thy distress. 

Viola. Aye, aye, I know ! I know 1 • 

Lorenzo plays the gay enamoured bridegroom. 

Whilst I am steeped in misery and tears. 

It must not be ! Ill rush amid the feast. 

And with one glance from these dim, rayless eyes, 

111 strike the cruel, perjured husband dead ! 

Would that I'd wept them blind upon his grave. 

Or ever I had lived to see this day ! 
JPer. Check these wild and useless exclamations ; 

They but increase the fever in thy brain. 

Subdue thy troubled spirit, and be calm. [skiesi^ 

Viola. Oh ! I am calm. My shrieks should rend the 

And draw down Heaven's own Ughtning to my aid;- 

The story of my wrongs, told with a voice 

Those wrongs would lend me, rend the solid earth ! — 

Couldst thou behold my heart, and see its throbs — 

Its bleeding agony — thy stricken soul 

Would marvel at my passiveness. 
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£er. The state shall do thee justice. Tell thy tale 
With all its aggravations to the king. — 
The punishment due to Lorenzo's crime. 
By law, is death ; nor will his rank avail 
To screen his guilt : for Parma's injured prince 
Will prove an enemy too powerful 
To be subdued. Then dry those flowing tears. 
And let bright hope again illume thine eyes — 
Hopes of complete, unbounded, full revenge! [it fast. — 

Viola. Revenge! The thought brings joy— 111 hold 
Revenge ! On whom ? — My husband ! No ! no ! no ! 
Oh ! he was wont to call my voice as sweet 
As bubbling waterfalls in sunny vales ;— 
And shall it sound discordant in his ear 
With bitter accusation ? Shall my lips, 
Which have so often vowed eternal love, 
Pronounce a sentence that may wound a life. 
Dearer, oh ! much, much dearer, than my own i 
Oh ! though he is forsworn, this breaking heart 
Adores him still ! — 

Fer» It glads me to the soul to see thee bear 
Thy woes with such meek patience. — ^We have saints 
Upon our calendar, whose martyrdoms 
Were less severe : for, oh ! what misery 
Can equal that inflicted by the hand 
Of those we once have loved ? — And thou must learn 
To view with unmoved eyes thy rival, decked 
In all those swelling titles, which, by right. 
Are thine done — ^must see the tenderness, 
The soft endearment, and the fond caress. 
Transferred 

Viola. Man ! man ! why dost thou torture me i 
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How have I injured thee, that thou sbouldst find 
A devilish pleasure in increasing pain, 
Already too acute for human strength ? 

Fer. Thou art mistak^i ; I would be thy friend* 

f^iola. Ill have no friend — who is my husband's fo< 
My husband did I say ? Oh ! I have none ! — 
Once^ but the time is past, Lorenzo loved me. [vnretch 

Fer. Name him no more; the perjured, &ithless 
Must die for his offence. — 

Viola, If I forgive him. 

There is not one in all the living world . . 
Who could deny a pardon; for no wrong 
* Can equal mine. Then who and what art thou. 
That dost pursue him with a hate so fell. 
So undeserved ? — Lorenzo's heart is kind — 
Filled with sweet courtesies ; around our cot 
He was by all beloved. — Oh ! honest souk 
Are wrapt in sordid weeds, and vice conceals 
Its hideous figure in a velvet robei 
J, Snatch me, kind Heaven, from this polluted earth. 

Where sin triumphant reigns! — Avi^y! away! . , . 

Thy presence is a curse ! — My soul disdains 

To hold communion with a wretch so base ! [Mofii, 

Fer. Her very scorn is lovely-— yet beware. 
Insulting beauty, tremble at my power 1 , 
Though thou hast bound me in the chains of love, 
I cannot stoop to he its humble slave. — 
She must, she diall be mine ! and fraud or force. 
Or both combined, shall bring her to my arms. 
I hate the thou^t of violence— would, would, . 
Would that she loved me ! — Tis a firuitles* wish--* 
I have no influence in female hearts. 
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Perchance my form is rough, my manners rude. 
And toys and tinsel please a woman's eye. — 
Why should I hesitate? All meaas.are fair 
To catch these triflers, bom to be our slayes ! — 
What ho ! Sebastism ! — 

Enter Sebastian. 

I have found thee true — 

Ready to aid me in each enterprise '" 

That my bold spirit prompted ; yet, methinks. 

Of late thy wonted cheerfulness has sunk . 

Into a solemn gloom^ — Dost thou repent 

Of all our past exploits? 

Seb. Sometimes^ my lord, 

I do confers I feel a chilling pang 
Shoot through my breast; and then remembrance painl» 
My native plains, the loved though lowly oot. 
Where, with a heart unburthened by a^sare, . 
I lightened labour wi^ the song of joy. ' :^ 

Fer* Yet I should think it were a good exchange-^ 
This marble palace for your clay-built hut- 
Well worthy of the chance of what may be 
In that fictitious hell, which our wise priests 
Deck in such terrors to affiright the weak. . 

Seb. I .thought mo once, my lord ; but there's a hell 
In fears and doubts, thaf s to be found on earth ; 
And I would fain by penitence return 
To that pure life, where all was love and joy, 

Fer, Dismiss such idle fancies from thy mind ; 
Repentance comees too eediy or too late. 
As yety thou liast not reaped the full reward 
Of what thy -fears call sin. Plimge boldly in— r 
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Enjoy the present.— Our Italian saws 

Teach us to seize the substance — nor pursue 

An empty shadow ; and there 's much of truth, 

Sebastian, in these Gothic adages. 

But I have here a potent counsellor \^Shou>8 a purse. 

To plead my cause ; thou know'st that poverty 

And humble virtue are synonimous. 

Seb. It is too tempting ! The luxurious life 
Which I so long have led has rendered me 
Unfit for honest toil. You may command 
Your faithful servant. 

Fer. Tis an easy task. — 

I love the fiedr Viola with a flame 
As ardent as the fire that bums within 
Yon dark volcano. She must be obtained ! — 
Full of distrust, she now has wandered forth. 
No doubt, to seek her husband. — ^You must gain 
Her confidence — 'twill not be difficult. ^ 

Pretend to be Lorenzo's messenger — 
Tell her at eve he'll meet her on the beach. 
And clearly prove his firm, unshaken love*— > -^ 
That thou wilt lead her to the appointed spo^ 
Veiled by the fiiendly covert of the night;— 
Then near the cypress covert moor my boat.— - 
Leave all the rest to me — and do not doubt 
Thy recompense, if thou dost use despatch. 

Seb. I have no head for plotting ; but I pledge 
My life upon the quick performance of your will« 

[Exit Sebastian. 
Fer. In faith love's miracles will never cease ! — 
Where are my proud ambitious hopes? — ^the hate 
So fierce and quenchless T Banished by a gleam 
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From those sweet melting eyes of tender blue ! 
Away, ye glittering baubles ! feverish dreams ! 
Ye ne'er will haimt me more. Viola's smiles. 
Her witching charms, shall form a panoply 
To shield my soul e'en from the demon Pride. 
To-night, to-night, success shall crown my hopes ! [Exit, 



SCENE II. 

A Saloon. 
Enter Olympia and Lorenzo. 

01. So gloomy on your wedding-day ? My lord, 
It grieves Olympia to behold bright joy 
Beaming from every eye, save those whose smiles 
Alone she covets. — 

Lor. Lady, thy ill stars 

Have bound thee to a moody, hopeless wretch. 
Whose desolated heart is cold and dead 
To mortal happiness. My touch is fatal ; 
Like the accursed tree whose noxious boughs 
Pollute fair Java's winds, no living thing. 
Who dare approach my baleful vicinage. 
Can e'er depart unscathed. — ^Abjure, detest me — 
Leave me to mourn my hapless destiny 
In deep seclusion — seek those scenes which suit 
The buoyant form which youth and beauty bless. 

OL The gayest, fairest scenes would lose their charms. 
If unenjoyed by thee ! Then let me share 
Thy solitude, as I will share thy fate.— 
Let good or ill betide, no earthly power 
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Can now divide us.— Happiness witk thee 

Were bliss too much resembling that which Heaven 

Alone bestows to taste in this cold world ! 

My lord, you must forgive my vanity-— 

I welcome misery ;— its haggard form 

Cannot affright my mind ; for conscious pride 

Whispers 'tis in thy power to change the form 

Misfortune wears — to turn her snaky locks 

To golden ringlets, twined with blushing flowers. 

Lor. Lady, thy love cannot alleviate 
The heavy woe that weighs upon my heart ! — 
So cruel is my fate — and so refined 
In wretchedness, — forgive me if I say 
Thy fond affection but augments my grief. 
Hate me ! despise me ! any thing but love. 

01, Though nursed in splendour, tho' ideal woes 
Alone have met my view, I have a heart 
To feel another's grief. Thy misfortunes 
But endear thee to my pitying breast. — 
Hadst thou been cold, indifferent, and happy, 
I would have left thee to the gaudy world. 
And sought some distant cell to weep unseen : 
But sunk in misery, by sorrow pierced, 
I never will forsake thee ! There is balm 
In sympathizing tears — and mine vnil flow 
Like grateful showers dropping on the parched 
And sandy deserts— 

Lor, What if my soul be stained with horrid crimes ? 
Wilt thou not turn with loathing from the wretch. 
The hateful wretch, who, in the face of Heaven, 
Has done a guilty deed he dares not name ? — 
Who could not-noir ;repaif the mighty wrong 
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From those sweet melting eyes of tender blue ! 
Away, ye glittering baubles ! feverish dreams ! 
Ye ne'er will haimt me more. Viola's smiles. 
Her witching charms, shall form a panoply 
To shield my soul e'en from the demon Pride. 
To-night, to-night, success shall crown my hopes ! ^Exit. 



SCENE II. 

A Saloon. 
Enter Olympia and Lorenzo. 

OL So gloomy on your wedding-day ? My lord, 
It grieves Olympia to behold bright joy 
Beaming from every eye, save those whose smiles 
Alone she covets. — 

Lor. Lady, thy ill stars 

Have bound thee to a moody, hopeless wretch. 
Whose desolated heart is cold and dead 
To mortal happiness. My touch is fatal ; 
Like the accursed tree whose noxious boughs 
Pollute fair Java's winds, no living thing. 
Who dare approach my baleful vicinage. 
Can e'er depart unscathed. — ^Abjure, detest me — 
Leave me to mourn my hapless destiny 
In deep seclusion — seek those scenes which suit 
The buoyant form which youth and beauty bless. 

OL The gayest, fairest scenes would lose their charms. 
If unenjoyed by thee ! Then let me share 
Thy solitude, as I will share thy fate.— 
Let good or ill betide, no earthly power 
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Lor. Nay, gracious princess ! 'twas a deed that won 
Before the holy altar this cold hand : — • 
Be not displeased to hear the honest truth. — 
Mine eyes are hoodwinked ; and thy loveliness^ 
Is to their grief-dulled orbs as chrysolites 
Gemming the chamber of the sightless mole. 
But I am not all adamant : the aid 
Afforded to my father, when the sword 
Of justice himg suspended o'er his head. 
Has deeply touched me ; and 

OL Oh, Lorenzo ! 

You speak in riddles ! I would die to serve 
One who is dear to thee ; but will not hear 
The praise I have not merited. 

Lor. I charge thee, on thy soul) to speak the trutii ! 
Did not thy earnest prayers induce the prince. 
Thy noble brother, to conceal the crimes 
Ambition fostered in my father's breast — 
Who, but for thee, had shared the common fate 
Of those unhappy traitors whose grim heads 
Now blacken on our gates ? 

OL Until this hour, the words 

Traitor and Adimari ne'er were joined ! 
Oh ! who has cast a stain so foul 
Upon that loyal name? — Thy looks are wild — 
The wealth of worlds, the love I prize so much. 
Could never tempt my lips to frame a word 
Inimical to truth. Oh, smooth thy front ! 
Thy father's loyalty is too well known 
To be impeached by such an idle tale. 

Lor. Tis all too plain ! Oh, credulous, fond fool ! 
Duped by a shallow falsehood, gnaw thy chains. 



THE KINSMEN OF NAPLES. 123 

And curse the easy faith that fettered thee ! 
Viola, where art thou ? Thine enemies 
Laugh at thy ruin — ^tread thee to the dust. 

01. Oh ! pardon me, Lorenzo, if I seem 
Obtrusive on thy sorrow ! Nay, repose 
Thy confidence in this fond, faithful breast ! 

Lor. Ha ! I am free ! PU break these hated chains ! 
Ten thousand thoughts are warring in my breast^ 
And crowd to suffocation on me ! — Free ! 
I scarce can draw my tightened breath. Air ! air ! 
My senses are overpowered ! — {^Rushes out. 

01. My lord! Lorenzo! 

Oh, do not leave me with that clouded brow ! [Exit. 



END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE L . '.'/•=• 



( 



2%c Street, as in the Second Ait.. 
Enter Claudio jfrom the (MtH;h. 



* .' • 



CL I've searched ea^ch solitary aii^le iji yain.— . 
Where has she fled ? — My poor, unhappy, c^d !. 
I have no sootl^ng comfort .to impart — 
I long, yet fear to clasp thee in my sgrins !-*-: 
Oh^ gracious Heaven ! it is a dreadful thought ! — 
The fatal news has reached her — she has sunk 
Beneath its weight : or, still more horrible. 
With her own hand has burst the gates of death !— 
' Why, why did I leave my Viola ? 
Viola! Viola! — I shall go mad — return — 
Thy father calls thee — save him from despair ! 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Where is she? Give me, give me back my child! 

Lor. I haste to claim her. Fiends and men conjoined 
Shall vainly strive to break the sacred bond 
Which binds us to each other ! 

CL Is she alive ? 

Restore her to my arms ! — Bowed to the dust 
With age and sorrow, pity these grey hairs.— 
Oh ! I will pardon all thy cruelty. 
If thou wilt give me back my precious child! 
Thou, thou hast murdered her !-^Thy dukedom, sir^ 
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And curse the easy faith that fettered thee ! 
Viola, where art thou ? Thine enemies 
Laugh at thy ruin — ^tread thee to the dust* 

O/. Oh ! pardon me, Lorenzo, if I seem 
Obtrusive on thy sorrow ! Nay, repose 
Thy confidence in this fond, faithful breast ! 

Ijot. Ha ! I am free ! Til break these hated chains ! 
Ten thousand thoughts are warring in my breast^ 
And crowd to suffocation on me ! — Free ! 
I scarce can draw my tightened breath. Air ! air ! 
My senses are o'erpowered ! — \T^mh€% out. 

01. My lord! Lorenzo! 

Oh, do not leave me with that clouded brow ! [£rtV. 



END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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ACT THE FOURTH, -j 



^ * ^ f 



SCENE I, . •-•: ••■ • ^ 

■ ... f ' . ■ 

. . 2%c Street, as in the Second Ad*\ 

/ . . r . . 

_ ■ f . « 

Enter Claudio from the CnuH^k. 

CL I've searched each solitary aisle ifi yaiiL-r. 
Where has she fled ? — My poor, unhappy, c^d !. 
I have no soothing comfort to impart — 
I lone, yet fear to clasp thee in my arms !-*-; . 
Oh^ gracious Heaven ! it is a dreadful thought !— - 
The fatal news has reached her — she has sunk 
Beneath its weight : or, still more horrible. 
With her own hand has burst the gates of death !— 
' Why, why did I leave my Viola? 
Viola! Viola! — I shall go mad — return — 
Thy father calls thee — save him from despair ! 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Where is she? Give me, give me back my child! 

Lor. I haste to claim her. Fiends and men conjoined 
Shall vainly strive to break the sacred bond 
Which binds us to each other ! 

CL Is she alive ? 

Restore her to my arms ! — Bowed to the dust 
With age and sorrow, pity these grey hairs.— 
Oh ! I will pardon all thy cruelty. 
If thou wilt give me back my precious child! 
Thou, thou hast murdered her !— Thy dukedom, sir^ 
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Shall not protect thee from my just revenge.-^ 
I'll force a passage^ yiilain/to my king ! 
He is a father — ^Ue will /fed iby wrongs. 

Lor, Ckudie, foTgif^e my- seieming cruelty ; 
It was but seeming. Vibkt was dear. 
For ever dear, to this diitradted heart ! 
I must be briefir^l haver no time, no words. 
To tell thee how I was insnared— what art. 
What falsehood, woimd Moimd me — till my soul. 
Confused, bewildered, offered at l^e shrine 
Of filial love its dear, its worshipped- idol ! 
Let this suffice.-^! will cast off my bonds, * 
Renounce a tatle;, fty from pomp and power. 
To seek, '^id bumble scenes, the happiness 
Denied to gilded roofs. 

a. , My child! my child! 

Retain thy splendour — give me back my child ! 
We will together seek our lowly cot.^ — 
You found us happy : '. why did you invade 
Our peaceful Eden — ^pluck the budding rose — 
Then cast it from thee, ere i^ tender buds 
Had yet expanded, to delight the earth 
With sweetness and with beauty? — ^Withered, pal) 
Restore it, and 111 wear it on my breast. 
Water it daily with my flowing tfears. 
And guard it fondly from the spoiler's toueh. 

Lor. Claudio ! my &tiher ! Let me call thee so! 
Spare these reproaches ! — Oh ! my crime is great, 
And of so black a dye, that demons shout 
With savage exultation, as tiiey view 
A mortal stained with deeper, deadlier sin-— 
Yet are thine accusations most unjust. 
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Enjoy the present.— Our Italian saws 

Teach us to seize the substance — ^nor pursue 

An empty shadow ; and there 's much of truth, 

Sebastian, in these Gothic adages. 

But I have here a potent counsellor \Shovii% a purse. 

To plead my cause ; thou know'st that poverty 

And humble virtue are synonimous. 

Seb. It is too tempting ! The luxurious life 
Which I so long have led has rendered me 
Unfit for honest toil. You may command 
Your faithful servant. 

Fer, Tis an easy task. — 

I love the fSadr Viola with a flame 
As ardent as the fire that bums within 
Yon dark volcano. She must be obtained ! — 
Full of distrust, she now has wandered forth. 
No doubt, to seek her husband. — ^You must gain 
Her confidence — 'twill not be difficult. ' 

Pretend to be Lorenzo's messenger — 
Tell her at eve he'll meet her on the beach. 
And clearly prove his firm, unshaken love— -^ 
That thou wilt lead her to the appointed spo^ 
Veiled by the friendly covert of the night;— 
Then near the cypress covert moor my boat.— 
Leave all the rest to me — and do not doubt 
Thy recompense, if thou dost use despatch. 

Seb. I have no head for plotting ; but I pledge 
My life upon the quick performance of your wilL 

[Exit Sebastian. 
Fer. In faith love's miracles will never cease ! — 
Where are my proud ambitious hopes? — the hate 
So fi«rc« and quenchless T Banished by a gleam 
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From those sweet melting eyes of tender blue ! 
Away» ye glittering baubles ! feverish dreams ! 
Ye ne'er will haimt me more. Viola's smiles^ 
Her witching charms^ shall form a panoply 
To shield my soul e'en from the demon Pride. 
To-night, to-night, success shall crown my hopes ! [Exit. 



SCENE II. 

A Saloon. 
Enter Olympia and Lorenzo. 

OL So gloomy on your wedding-day ? My lord, 
It grieves Olympia to behold bright joy 
Beaming from every eye, save those whose smiles 
Alone she covets. — 

Lor. Lady, thy ill stars 

Have bound thee to a moody, hopeless wretch. 
Whose desolated heart is cold and dead 
To mortal happiness. My touch is fatal ; 
Like the accursed tree whose noxious boughs 
Pollute fair Java's winds, no living thing. 
Who dare approach my baleful vicinage. 
Can e'er depart unscathed. — ^Abjure, detest me — 
Leave me to mourn my hapless destiny 
In deep seclusion — seek those scenes which suit 
The buoyant form which youth and beauty bless. 

OL The gayest, fairest scenes would lose their charms. 
If unenjoyed by thee ! Then let me share 
Thy solitude, as I will share thy fate.— 
Let good or ill betide, no earthly power 



«: 



120 TH£ KIMSM£N OF NAFl^fiS. 

Can now divide us.— Happiness witk thee 

Were bliss too much resembling that which Heaven 

Alone bestows to taste in this cold world ! 

My lord, you must forgive my vanity-— 

I welcome misery ;— its haggard form 

Cannot affright my mind ; for conscious pride 

Whispers 'tis in thy power to change the form 

Misfortune wears — to turn her snaky locks 

To golden ringlets, twined with blushing flowers. 

Lor. Lady, thy love cannot alleviate 
The heavy woe that weighs upon my heart ! — 
So cruel is my fate — and so refined 
In wretchedness, — forgive me if I say 
Thy fond affection but augments my grief. 
Hate me ! despise me ! any thing but love. 

01, Though nursed in splendour, tho' ideal woes 
Alone have met my view, I have a heart 
To feel another's grief. Thy misfortunes 
But endear thee to my pitying breast. — 
Hadst thou been cold, indifferent, and happy, 
I would have left thee to the gaudy world. 
And sought some distant cell to weep unseen : 
But sunk in misery, by sorrow pierced, 
I never will forsake thee ! There is balm 
In sympathizing tears — and mine vrill flow 
Like grateful showers dropping on the parched 
And sandy desert. — 

Lor. What if my soul be stained with horrid crimes ? 
Wilt thou not turn with loathing from the wretch. 
The hateful wretch, who, in the face of Heaven, 
Has done a guilty deed he dares not name ? — 
Who could notnoiir jrepair themighty wrong 
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Heaped on an unoffending head, but by a crime 
More deadly than the first? Oh f then. restrain 
Misplaced compassion ; leave me to endure 
The pangs of keen remorse — to sigh alone 
O'er hope's sweet blossoms, withered by despair ! 

01. Nay^ this is insult ! Tis a poor pretence. 
Unworthy of thine honour I Better far 
It were to tell me the unvarnished truth ! 
It seems my form is hateful to thine eyes ;-— 
My tenderness disgusting. Oh, Lorenzo ! 
Deny the accusation, and assure 
My doubting soul Jbat thou art innocent 
Of any wish to mock my ardent love. 
And rU believe thee gladly. 

Lor. Thou to my crimes 

Art too compassionate ; for I deserve 
Thy scorn alone. Then do not waste a thought 
On one so base ; but join yon festive scene — 
Employ thy fancy to devise new feasts — 
And outvie Eastern splendour in thy robes; — ^ 

I will pour out my fortunes at thy feet — 
Become thy sjiave — to prove my gratitude. 
I were a thankless wretch, unfit to breathe 
The vernal air of Heaven, could I deny 
The justice of thy claims! To thee I owe 
A father's life : the honour of our house. 
Tarnished and sinking, was by thee preserved. 

01. What means this keen insultii^ mockery 
Of eager thanks I never could deserve — 
Unkind and cruel! Love me for myself. 
Thou know'st too well I never had the power 
To prove my fond affection but by words. 
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Lor. Nay, gracious princess ! twas a deed that won 
Before the holy altar this cold hand : — • 
Be not displeased to hear the honest truth. — 
Mine eyes are hoodwinked ; and thy loveliness^ 
Is to their grief-dulled orbs as chrysolites 
Gemming the chamber of the sightless mole. 
But I am not all adamant : the aid 
Afforded to my father, when the sword 
Of justice hung suspended o'er his head. 
Has deeply touched me ; and 

01. Oh, Lorenzo ! 

You speak in riddles ! I would die to serve 
One who is dear to thee ; but will not hear 
The praise I have not merited. 

Lor. I charge thee, on thy soul) to speak the trutii! 
Did not thy earnest prayers induce the prince. 
Thy noble brother, to conceal the crimes 
Ambition fostered in my father's breast — 
Who, but for thee, had shared the common fate 
Of those unhappy traitors whose grim heads 
Now blacken on our gates ? 

OL Until this hour, the words 

Traitor and Adimari ne'er were joined ! 
Oh ! who has cast a stain so foul 
Upon that loyal name? — Thy looks are wild — 
The wealth of worlds, the love I prize so much. 
Could never tempt my lips to frame a word 
Inimical to truth. Oh, smooth thy front ! 
Thy father's loyalty is too well known 
To be impeached by such an idle tale. 

Lor. Tis all too plain ! Oh, credulous, fond fool ! 
Duped by a shallow falsehood, gnaw thy chains. 
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And curse the easy faith that fettered thee ! 
Viola, where art thou ? Thine enemies 
Laugh at thy ruin — ^tread thee to the dust. 

O/. Oh ! pardon me, Lorenzo, if I seem 
Obtrusive on thy sorrow ! Nay, repose 
Thy confidence in this fond, faithfiil breast ! 

Lor, Ha ! I am free ! FU break these hated chains ! 
Ten thousand thoughts are warring in my breast^ 
And crowd to suffocation on me ! — Free ! 
I scarce can draw my tightened breath. Air ! air ! 
My senses are overpowered ! — [Rushes out. 

01. My lord! Lorenzo! 

Oh, do not leave me with that clouded brow ! [Exit. 



END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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ACT THE FOURTH. , 
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SCENE L 
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» • • 



. . 2%c Streitt, as in the Second Acf^^ 

Enter Claudio jfrow the (Mtfvh. 

• ■ • • • . •■ * t 

C/. I've searched ea^ch solitary ai^le i|i yaiii.-7-. 

Where has she fled ? — My poor, unhappy, child !. 

' I have no soott^ng comfort to impart— 

I ]qj^, yet fear to clasp thee in my arnis !-«— . 

Oh, gracious Heaven ! it is a dreadful bought ! — 

The fatal news has reached her — she has sunk 

Beneath its weight : or, still more horrible. 

With her own hand has burst the gates of death !— 

' Why, why did I leave my Viola? 

Viola! Viola! — ^I shall go mad — return — 

Thy father calls thee — save him from despair ! 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Where is she? Give me, giv€ me back my child! 

Lor. I haste to claim her. Fiends and men conjoined 
Shall vainly strive to break the sacred bond 
Which binds us to each other ! 

CI. Is she alive ? 

Restore her to my arms ! — Bowed to the dust 
With i^e and sorrow, pity these grey hairs. — 
Oh ! I will pardon all thy cruelty. 
If thou wilt give me back my precious child! 
Thou, thou hast murdered her !<— Thy dukedom, sir. 
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Shall not protect thee from my just revenge*—* 
111 force a passage^ yiilain/to my king ! 
He is a father — he will 'fed iby wrongs. 

Lor. Ckudio, fot^gitre my- seeming cruelty ; 
It was but seeming. Vibkt was dear^ 
For ever dear, to this diMradted heart I 
I must be briefr^f haycf no time> no words^ 
To tell thee how I was insnared — ^wbat art. 
What falsehood, woimd iffound me — ^till my soul. 
Confused, bewildered, offered at l^e shrine 
Of filial love its dear, its worshipped- idol I 
Let this suffice.—^! will cast off my bonds, » 
Renounce a tide, fly from pomp and power. 
To sedk, 'mid bumble scenes, the happiness 
Denied to gilded roofs. 

a. , My child! my child! 

Retain thy splendour — give me back my child ! 
We will together seek our lowly cot. — 
You found us happy : : why did you invade 
Our peaceful Eden — pluck the budding rose — 
Then cast it from thee, ere its tender buds 
Had yet expanded, to delight the earth 
With sweetness and with beauty? — ^Withered, pal 
Restore it, and 111 wear it on my breast. 
Water it daily with my flowing tfears. 
And guard it fondly from the spoiler^s toueh. 

Lor, Claudio ! my father ! Let me call thee so! 
Spare these reproaches! — Oh ! my crime is great, 
And of so black a dye, that demons shout 
With savage exultation, as they view 
A mortal stained with deeper, deadlier sin--* 
Yet are thine accusations most w^ust. 
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I Ve loved Viola till my burning brain 
Enphrensied> spught to reconcile my soul 
To doom a father to a death of shame ! 
They told me he must die — die by the axe — 
If I refused to marry one who held 
The fatal secret of his guilt. Alas ! 
Good Claudio ! 'twas this too, too honest heart. 
That did betray me into guilt ! — I gave 
Implicit credit to the artful tale ; — 
This, this is the truth ; I am unchanged — 
The simple victim of a vile deceit. 

CL My aching heart has need of some repose — 
Some hope that truth has not for ever fled . 
From human breasts.— Oh ! I <!rould fain believe 
That thou art innocent. — Let me behold 
Viola happy, and 111 kiss thy feet. 
Bless thee, and die ! — 

Lor, Oh ! thou shalt live — ^hve long — 
To witness our unstained fehcity ! 
For we again shall taste ecstatic bliss 
In our beloved retreat.— I pant to leave 
These gilded palaces, so coldly grand ! 

CL Where is my daughter ? Oh ! let me behold 
The treasure of my soul! — ^When she is safe 
Locked in these aged arms, barbarian, 
I may forgive thy wanton cruelty. 

Lor. Oh ! I deserve thy pity, not thy hate ! 
And that sweet innocent shall plead my cause 
With all the touching eloquence of love. — 
Thou must forgive me for Viola's sake. 
Haste, my good father/ lead her to our cot ; 
She now is safe beneath my kinsman's roof. 
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Count Ferdinand. TU to the palace straight. 
At night ril join thee at our fairy bower;— 
I dare not leave this hated city's walls 
Amid the blaze of day. — A prying band. 
My father's myrmidons, would track my steps. 
Report my flight, and overthrow my plans. 

CL I have no choice — and I must trust thy words. 
If there's a spark of virtue in thy breast, 
Thoult not again deceive a weak old man. 
The bitter curse of every honest heart 
Shall hang upon thy steps, if thou art false. 
Earth shall disdain to bear so foul a load — 
The troubled sea shall rise in fearful storms 
At thy approach, yet cast thee on the shore. 
Lest thy accursed form pollute its waves — 
And poor Viola's disregarded shrieks. 
Her frantic cries, shall ring upon thy brain. 
And pierce thy stricken heart with dark despair ! 

Lor. Oh ! deeply, deeply dost thou wrong my hearty 
My father, by these doubts ! Heaven's dewy tears. 
An angel's snowy plumes, are not more free 
From earthly stain, than is my honest soul. 
Unblemished by one false, deceitAil thought ! 
When thou dost know the pangs I have endured. 
Thy want of charity will grieve thine heart. 

CL As thou dost act by Viola, may Heavea 
Bless thee, or curse! — 

Lor. Listen to his prayer. 

Ye holy angels ! — If I should again 
Wound my sweet Viola, by thought or deed. 
Oh ! may hell's denizens demand their prey, 
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And aeize upon my soul ere 'tis released 

From mortal thraldom ! [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

A gloomy part of the Adimari Palace Gardens; a 
Cypress Covert to the left. 

Enter Olympia wrapped in a veil. 

01. Hated, abandoned on my bridal day ! 
Where is the happiness I fondly thought 
Would grace my nuptial hour? All Naples rings 
With songs of joy — a thousand jealous hearts 
Are sick with envy at Lorenzo's fate — 
Yet scorned, neglected, pitied, and despised, 
I wander through these melancholy walks! — 
Adored Lorenzo ! has my faithful love 
Deserved this keen contempt? Oh ! shaU my wrongs 
Be unrevenged? I will not weep alone! — 
My rival — ^yes, that happy peasant girl — 
Oh ! must she triumph in my misery ? 
No ! no ! no ! no ! she shall shed tear for tear ! — 
Unfortunate Olympia ! thou wert wont. 
In other hours, e'en by thy faintest smile. 
To give delight ; and now, affliction, grief. 
Are all thou canst bestow ! I'll seek the prince : 
My right brother will espouse my cause. — 
Unkind Lorenzo, thou hast wooed my hate ! [Exit^ 

Enter Ferdinand disguised in a cloak, and Viola. 

Viola. Where is my husband ? Is the appointed cqpot 
Still distant? 
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Fer. In the Beclusion of yon cypress gtowe 
He waits to see thee. 

Viala. Tis s^ dismal place ! 

1 will not enter it^o y ou. proceed— »• 
I dare not venture in that sull^ gloom* — 
Bring my Lorenzo to my eager eyes ; 
in rest the while* and wait for yom* return. 

Fer. It is an idle fear— on ! on ! The shades 
Of yonder covert 

Viola. Ha ! I know that voice ! 

Tis not Sebastia^^s. Ah ! I am betrayed ! 

Fer. To hapfHnessy Viola. In my love^ 
My ardent, fond idolatry, thonlt find 
A balm for all thy woes. 

Viola. Begone! begone! 

Silence ! nor dare insult me with thy bold 
Licentious love. Lorenzo ! oh Lorenzo 1 
Are all my cries, my prayers^ unheard by thee ? 

Fer. Lorenzo revels in liie witching smiles 
Of fair Olympia — paints^ to swdl herpiide^ 
In glowing tints, the charms which he resigned 
For her resplendent beauty. — Thou art made 
A theme for sport ;-*'and canst thou still adore 
This perjured man ? Oh ! banish firom thy htert' 
All thought^ all feeling for a wretch so base. 

Fiola. Lorenzo, come and sate thy cmd eyes 
With thy poor victim's agonies* Peiehanc^ 
When I am cold and mouldering in my grave. 
Thou wilt repent thy falsehood ; thy stem heart 
May then fed j»ty for the hapless &te 
Of one who loved too well ; and thou wilt shed 
A tender tear upon my lowly grave. 
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Can now divide u8.-*-H:appinesi witk thee 

Were bliss too much resembling that which Heaven 

Alone bestows to taste in this cold world ! 

My lord, yoii must forgive my vanity— 

I welcome misery ;— its haggard form 

Cannot affright my mind ; for conscious pride 

Whispers 'tis in thy power to change the form 

Misfortune wears — to turn her snaky locks 

To golden ringlets, twined with blushing flowers. 

Lor. Lady, thy love cannot alleviate 
The heavy woe that weighs upon my heart ! — 
So cruel is my fete -and so refined 
In wretchedness, — forgive me if I say 
Thy fond affection but augments my grief. 
Hate me ! despise me ! any thing but love. 

01. Though nursed in splendour, tho' ideal woes 
Alone have met my view, I have a heart 
To feel another's grief. Thy misfortunes 
But endear thee to my pitying breast. — 
Hadst thou been cold, indifferent, and happy, 
I would have left thee to the gaudy world. 
And sought some distant cell to weep unseen : 
But sunk in misery, by sorrow pierced, 
I never will forsake thee ! There is balm 
In sympathizing tears — and mine will flow 
Like grateful showers dropping on the parched 
And sandy desert.^ — 

Lor. What if my soul be stained with horrid crimes ? 
Wilt thou not turn with loathing from the wretch. 
The hateful wretch, who, in the face of Heaven, 
Has done a guilty deed he dares not name ? — 
Who could notnoir jrepair tliemigfaty wrong 
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Fer. In the Beclttsion of yon cypreBs gmve 
He waits to see thee. 

Vula. Tis s( dismal place ! 

1 will not. enter it^o you .proceed—*- 
I dare not venture in that &i|Il^ gloom.-— 
Bring my LorenK) to my eager eyes ; 
in rest the while, and wait for your return. 

Fer. It is an idle fear— on ! on ! The shades 
Of yonder covert 

Viola. Ha ! I know that voice ! 

T^s not Sebastia^^s. Ah ! I am betrayed ! 

Fer. To hapfHuess^ Viola. In my love^ 
My ardent, fond idolatry, thoult find 
A balm for all thy woes. 

Viola. Begone! begone! 

Silence ! nor dare insult me with thy bold 
Licentious love. Lorenzo ! oh Lorenzo 1 
Are all my cries, my prayers, unheard by thee ? 

Fer. Lorenzo revels in liie witching smiles 
Of fair Olympia — paints^ to swdl herpiide^ 
In glowing tints, the charms which he resigned 
For her resplendent beauty. — Thou art made 
A theme for sport ;*'-and canst thou still adore 
This perjured man? Oh ! banish firom thy h^art' 
All thought, all feelmg for a wretch so base. 

Viola. Lorenzo, come and sate thy cmd eyes 
With thy poor victim's agonies* Peiehano^ 
When I am cold and mouldering in my grave. 
Thou wilt repent thy falsehood ; thy tAxsa heart 
May then feel pity for the haplesB fcle 
Of one who loved too well ; and thou wilt shed 
A tender tear upon my lowly grave. 
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Lor. Nay, gracious princess ! ^as a deed that won 
Before the holy altar this cold hand : — 
Be not displeased to hear the honest truth. — 
Mine eyes are hoodwinked ; and thy lovelines&r 
Is to their grief-dulled orbs as chrysolites 
Gremming the chamber of the sightless mole. 
But I am not all adamant : the aid 
Afforded to my father, when the sword 
Of justice hung suspended o'er his head. 
Has deeply touched me ; and 

OL Oh, Lorenzo ! 

You speak in riddles ! I would die to serve 
One who is dear to thee ; but will not hear 
The praise I have not merited. 

Lor. I charge thee, on thy soul> to speak the trutii ! 
Did not thy earnest prayers induce the prince. 
Thy noble brother, to conceal the crimes 
Ambition fostered in my father's breast — 
Who, but for thee, had shared the common fate 
Of those unhappy traitors whose grim heads 
Now blacken on our gates ? 

01. Until this hour, the words 

Traitor and Adimari ne'er were joined ! 
Oh ! who has cast a stain so foul 
Upon that loyal name? — Thy looks are wild — 
The wealth of worlds, the love I prize so much. 
Could never tempt my lips to frame a word 
Inimical to truth. Oh, smoodi thy front ! 
Thy father's loyalty is too well known 
To be impeached by such an idle tale. 

Lor. Tis all too plain ! Oh, credulous, fond fool ! 
Duped by a shallow falsehood, gnaw thy chains. 
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And curse the easy faith that fettered thee ! 
Viola, where art thou ? Thine enemies 
Laugh at thy ruin — ^tread thee to the dust. 

OL Oh ! pardon me, Lorenzo, if I seem 
Obtrusive on thy sorrow ! Nay, repose 
Thy confidence in this fond, faithful breast ! 

Lor, Ha ! I am free ! FU break these hated chains ! 
Ten thousand thoughts are warring in my breast^ 
And crowd to suffocation on me ! — Free ! 
I scarce can draw my tightened breath. Air ! air ! 
My senses are overpowered ! — [Rushes out. 

01. My lord! Lorenzo! 

Oh, do not leave me with that clouded brow ! [Exit. 



END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 
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SCENE I. 



• ; 



. . 2%c Stref^t, as in the Second Ad»\ 

Enter ChAVi>i6from the OfAtfvh. 

CL I've searched each solitary ai^le ifi yaiii.-7-. 
Where has she fled ? — My poor, unhappy, child !. 
I have no soothing comfort .to impart — 
I long, yet fear to clasp thee in my arms l-^,. 
Oh, gracious Heaven ! it is a dreadful thought ! — 
The fatal news has reached her — she has sunk 
Beneath its weight : or, still more horrible. 
With her own hand has burst the gates of death !— - 
' Why, why did I leave my Viola? 
Viola! Viola! — I shall go mad — return — 
Thy father calls thee — save him from despair I 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Where is she? Give me, giv€ me back my child! 

Lor, I haste to claim her. Fiends and men conjoined 
Shall vainly strive to break the sacred bond 
Which binds us to each other ! 

CL Is she alive ? 

Restore her to my arms ! — Bowed to the dust 
With i^e and sorrow, pity these grey hairs. — 
Oh ! I will pardon all thy cruelty. 
If thou wilt give me back my precious child! 
Thou, thou hast murdered her !<— Thy dukedom, sir. 
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Shall not protect thee from my just revenge.—' 
Ill force a passage^ yillain/to my king ! 
He is a father — Ue will 'fed iby wrongs. 

Lor. Ckudio, forgi?^e my- seeming cruelty ; 
It was but seeming. Vibkt was dear. 
For ever dear, to this dikradted heart ! 
I must be briefr^i haycT no time, no words. 
To tell thee how I was insnared — ^wbat art. 
What falsehood, woimd saround me — ^till my soul. 
Confused, bewildered, offered at l^e shrine 
Of filial love its dear, its worshipped' idol ! ' - > 

Let this suffice.—^! will cast off my bonds, » 
Renounce a tttl©, fly from pomp and power. 
To seek, 'mid humble scenes, the happiness 
Denied to gilded roofs. 

Ch .My child! my child! 

Retain thy splendour — give me back my child ! 
We will together seek our lowly cot. — 
You found us happy : : why did you invade 
Our peaceful Eden — ^pluck the budding rose — 
Then cast it from thee, ere its tender buds 
Had yet expanded, to delight the earth 
With sweetness and with beauty? — ^Withered, pal 
Restore it, and I'll wear it on ihy breast. 
Water it daily with my flowing t^ars. 
And guard it fondly from the spoiler^s toueh. 

hor. Claudio! my father! Let me call thee so! 
Spare these reproaches ! — Oh ! my crime is great. 
And of so black a dye, that demons shout 
With savage exultation, as they view 
A mortal stained with deeper, deadlier sin--* 
Yet are thine accusations most unjust. 
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I Ve loved Viola till my burning brain 
Enphrensied, spught to reconcile my soul 
To doom a father to a death of shame ! 
They told me he must die — die by the axe — 
If I refused to marry one who held 
The fatal secret of his guilt. Alas ! 
Good Claudio ! 'twas this too, too honest heart. 
That did betray me into guilt! — I gave 
Implicit credit to the artful tale ; — 
This, this is the truth ; I am unchanged' — 
The simple victim of a vile deceit. 

CL My aching heart has need of some repose- 
Some hope that truth has not for ever fled . 
From human breasts.— Oh ! I <!rould fain believe 
That thou art innocent. — Let me behold 
Viola happy, and 111 kiss thy feet. 
Bless thee, and die ! — 

Lor, Oh ! thou shalt live — ^hve long — 
To witness our unstained felicity ! 
For we again shall taste ecstatic bliss 
In our beloved retreat.— I pant to leave 
These gilded palaces, so coldly grand ! 

CL Where is my daughter? Oh ! let me behold 
The treasure of my soul ! — ^When she is safe 
Locked in these aged arms, barbarian, 
I may forgive thy wanton cruelty. 

Lor. Oh ! I deserve thy pity, not thy hate ! 
And that sweet innocent shall plead my cause 
With all the touching eloquence of love. — 
Thou must forgive me for Viola's sake. 
Haste, my good father/ lead her to our cot ; 
She now is safe beneath my kinsman's roof. 
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Count Ferdinand. Til to the palace straight. 
At night ril join thee at our fairy bower;-— 
I dare not leave this hated city^s walls 
Amid the blaze of day. — A prying band. 
My fadier's myrmidons, would track my steps. 
Report my flight, and overthrow my plans. 

CL I have no choice — and I must trust thy words. 
If there's a spark of virtue in thy breast, 
Thoult not again deceive a weak old man. 
The bitter curse of every honest heart 
Shall hang upon thy steps, if thou art false. 
Earth shall disdain to bear so foul a load — 
The troubled sea shall rise in fearful storms 
At thy approach, yet cast thee on the shore. 
Lest thy accursed form pollute its waves — 
And poor Viola's disregarded shrieks. 
Her frantic cries, shall ring upon thy brain. 
And pierce thy stricken heart with dark despair ! 

Lor. Oh ! deeply, deeply dost thou wrong my heart. 
My father, by these doubts ! Heaven's dewy tears. 
An angel's snowy plumes, are not more free 
From earthly stain, than is my honest soul. 
Unblemished by one false, deceitful thought ! 
When thou dost know the pangs I have endured. 
Thy want of charity will grieve thine heart. 

CL As thou dost act by Viola, may Heavea 
Bless thee, or curse ! — 

Lor, Listen to his prayer. 

Ye holy angels ! — If I should again 
Wound my sweet Viola, by thought or deed. 
Oh ! may hell's denizens demand their prey, 
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And leize upon my soul ere 'tis released 

From mortal thraldom ! [ExeufU. 

SCENE II. 

A gloomy part of the Adimari Palace Gardens; a 
Cypress Covert to the left. 

Enter Olympia wrapped in a veil. 

01. Hated, abandoned on my bridal day ! 
Where is the happiness I fondly thought 
Would grace my nuptial hour? All Naples rings 
With songs of joy — a thousand jealous hearts 
Are sick with envy at Lorenzo's fate — 
Yet scorned, neglected, pitied, and despised, 
I wander through these melancholy walks! — 
Adored Lorenzo ! has my faithful love 
Deserved this keen contempt? Oh ! shaU my wrongs 
Be unrevenged ? I will not weep alone! — 
My rival — ^yes, that happy peasant girl — 
Oh ! must she triumph in my misery ? 
No ! no ! no ! no ! she shall shed tear for tear ! — 
Unfortunate Olympia ! thou wert wont. 
In other hours, e'en by thy faintest smile. 
To give delight ; and now, affliction, grief. 
Are all thou canst bestow ! I'll seek the prince : 
My right brother will espouse my cause* — 
Unkind Lorenzo, thou hast wooed my hate ! [£jrj^* 

Enter Ferdinand disguised in a cloak, and Viola. - 

Viola. Where is my husband? Is the appointed qpot 
Still distant? 
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Fer. In the seclttsion of ycm cypress grove 
lie waits to see thee. 

VUla. Tis ^ dismal place ! 

I will not enter it^-do you . proceed— »• 
I dare not yenture in that sullen gloom.—- 
Bring my Lorenzo to my eager eyes ; 
in rest the while^ and wait for your return. 

Fer. It is an idle fear— on ! on ! The shades 
Of yonder covert 

Viola. Ha ! I know that vcnce ! 

'Hs not Sebastian's. Ah ! I am betrayed ! 

Fer. To happiness, Viola. In my love» 
My ardent, fond idolatry, thoult find 
A balm for all thy woes. 

Viola. Begone! begone! 

Silence ! nor dare insult me with thy bold 
licentious love. Lorenzo ! oh Lorenzo ! 
Are all my cries, my prayers^ unheard by thee ? 

Fer. Lorenzo revels in tiie witching smiles 
Of fair Olympia — paints^ to swdl her pride> 
In glowing tints, the charms which he resigned 
For her resplendent beauty. — Thou art made 
A theme for sport ; — and canst thou still adore 
This perjured man? Oh ! banish fipom thy htfsrt' 
All thought, all feeling for a wretch so base. 

Fiola. Lorenzo, come and sate thy orod eyes 
With thy poor victim's agonies* Peiobanc^» 
When I am cold and mouldering in my grave. 
Thou wilt repent thy fidsehood ; thy sttfn heart 
May then feel i»ty for the hapless &te 
Of one who loved too well ; and thou wilt shed 
A tender tear upon my lowly grave. 
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Oh ! if thou lovest me, stab me to the heart. 
And rid me of this miserable life ! 

Fer. Thou hast long years of happiness in store*. 
Be mine ! be mine t I will an^enge thy wrongs ! 
Whatever of splendour that the world can give — 
Riches and rank — ^the glittering pageantry 
Of courtly pomp— a thousand humble slaves — 
And the fond homage of one faithful heart — 
Shall aye be thine. 

Viola, Leave, leave me to my griefs. 

What are the splendours of the world to me. 
Whose hopes are bounded in an early grave ? 

Fer. Viola, stay ! the crisis of my fate 
Is now at hand ; thou art the arbitress 
Who must decide. Oh ! thou canst save a soul } — 
Pause, ere thou plunge it in the dread abyss. 
To howl for ever in undying pangs ! 
A sinner asks eternal life of thee. 
Be mine, sweet innocent ! Thy melting eyes. 
Thy soft angelic smile^ thy fond caress, 
Shall sooth the fiery demons in my breast. 
And humanize my heart. — ^The saints of Heaven, ■ 
Hymning religious strains of holy joy. 
Shall bless thee for thy charitable deeds ! — 
We'll fly to «ome lone wilderness, where love 
Shall rear a fairy palace : thou shalt reign 
Its lovely queen, and I will be thy slave. 

Fiola. Too long I have allowed thy daring tongue 
To pour its dark pollution in mine ears. 
Thy hopes are vain ! Oh ! thou canst fill my breast 
With nothing 'save abhorrence and disgust. 

Fer. Beware ! beware ! nor wake the sleeping fiend 
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To acts of desperate ferocity. 

Tremble, insulting girl ! No gentle thrill 

Of pity ever touched my fire-seared breast. — 

Like the foul demon riding on the blast 

Exhaled from Asia's fens^ whose plague-fraught breath 

Transforms each flowery mead to arid sands, — 

I joy to see Nature's fair works destroyed. 

And withered 'neath my devastating hand. 

Viola. Come, glut thy fury in my heart's best blood — 
Twill be an act of kindness ! Drench thy sword ! 
For I am weary of a wretched life, 
Unblest by my adored Lorenzo's love ! 

Fer. No, lovely woman ! I reserve my sword 
To pierce my rival's heart! — Too beautiful. 
Too exquisitely fair, sweet, sweet Viola ! 
Were it not sin of deepest, darkest dye, 
To steel my breast against thy wondrous charms ? 
Come to my arms ! — Oh ! bless me with thy smiles ! — 
Consent! consent! — or force shall make thee mine! 

Viola. Thou fiend in human shape ! thy savage arts 
Belie the name and lineaments of man ! — 
Help ! help ! Oh ! all ye guardian saints 
Who wait on innocence, will ye not rid 
The shuddering world of one, whose monstrous crimes 
Call for your righteous vengeance on his head ? 

Fer, Thy cries are useless ; my adventurous boat 

And waft thee quickly from thy native shore. 
To form in distant realms my Paradise, 
My Eden of delight. 

Fiola. Oh ! aid me, aid me, Heaven ! 



/ 
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Of, MethQugbt I heard ^ plamtiY© Qxy fo? help 
FfQ^^^diag ftQm this #pQt j ' 

Yiofa, thcw blessed aTig^l, fiiW§14 me frQro that fiend ! 

|%r, B\wy, QfflciQU^ fool unlqgse thy gwsp I 
Meftse her«^r by Heayen tbQU shrit not live 
Tq WW my hopes I 

Qh Help! help! .Oh! IwiUrdse 

The p^feee, dlsappg^t thy eriffiesi^ATQme ! 
Axmm I cpuie forth^ ye 8j\imberi«g yu%^% \ 

f^Tx [JS^hM th§ ^mm-^ ThQ\i Pf^iih introder, thou 
hasit §QU|ht thy death \ 
And be it on thy head ! 
Qf, ==rOh ! Heayen ! {Sihf^^, 

l*f t It i* <)lywpia ! 

Where shalll fly ? Aheady dawfied flenda 
Ar^ reyelhng in beH^ and hemd joy 
Re^Qnnds thTongh ^\ its dark dowinion, 
At the afltieipatioft ^ my fall \ [S^t^ 

l%^« Alaii ! her- tremblifig lips essayed in yain 
To breathe a parting blessing \ Sk U 4m^ i 

8t^ Qh) hely Mary ) ?^hat a si^t is hefe ) 
Tl^e pHft^esi slai» M^ho eonld im% done this deed ? 



':-«v 
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Enter Peudinand. 

Fen Why do ye stand so mute and motionless 1 
What feai-fiil object pales your manly cheeks, 
And seems to paraly2e your trembling limbs ? 

Step. The princess, fair Olympia, lies dead !^— 
Savagely slaughtered by some unknovm hand. 
We saw this woman standing by her aide, 
And bending o'er the corse. 

Fer. ^is the maniac, 

Whose firanttc ravings, wild and ominous, 
Disturbed the bridal train ! — ^Yes ; it is plain 
She is the murderess ! Her flowing veil 
Is stained with blood — ^the dagger in her hand. 
Yet reeking with the dark, ensanguined tide I 

Viola. Oh! I am innocent ! Protect me, friends! 
Ha! [Sees the blood upon her veil.'] Innocent!— not— - 
not — guilty. [JPmW*. 

[The scene drops upon the group. 



END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT THE FOURTH 



SCENE!. . ■.'/'=•■ 
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2%e Street, as in the Second Acf*^, 
Enter CLAUDioJfrom the Ckukfh. 



« I 



n' 



Qh IVe searehed ea,ch solitary ai^le ifi yaiiji.-7-. 
Where has she fled? — My poor, unhappy, cl^ld !. 
I have no soothing comfort .to impart — 
I Ioiig> yet fesur to clasp thee in my sums !-r-- 
Oh, gracious Heaven ! it is a dreadful thought ! — 
The fatal news has reached her — she has sunk 
Beneath its weight: or» still more horrible. 
With her own hand has burst the gates of death !•— 
• Why, why did I leave my Viola? 
Viola! Viola! — I shall go mad — return — 
Thy father calls thee — save him from despair ! 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Where is she? Give me, give me back my child! 

Lor. I haste to claim her. Fiends and men conjoined 
Shall vainly strive to break the sacred bond 
Which binds us to each other ! 

C/. Is she alive ? 

Restore her to my arms ! — Bowed to the dust 
With age and sorrow, pity these grey hairs.— 
Oh ! I will pardon all thy cruelty. 
If thou wilt give me back my precious child! 
Thou, thou hast murdered her !— Thy dukedom, sir^ 
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Tin I behold my beauteous, innocent. 
Beloved Viola ! — ^Heaven will nerve this arm 
With giant strength. — -Oh ! who will dare oppose 
A father, when he seeks his only child ? 

Seb. Go seek thy daughter where she's to be found ; 
Nor haunt our palace gates, filling the air 
With frantic outcries, dissonant and harsh. 

CL I have no gold to tempt thee — nor rich gem^ 
To buy thy services. — Blessings and prayers. 
The agonizing breathings of a heart 
Stricken by hopeless sorrow to the grave, 
Must plead my cause. — If thou hast ever felt 
Compassion in thy breast, pity my woes — 
Relieve me from this terrible suspense — 
And tell me — tell me where to find my child! 
Hast thou a heart, and canst thou see unmoved 
The anguish of my soul? — A time will come. 
When you will need the mercy you deny. — 
Benignant Heaven will pardon all thy sins 
For one fair act of gracious charity. [heart! 

Seb. Old man ! old man ! thy. tears have touched my 
Yet even in pity for thy agony, 
I must be silent. 

CL Speak ! reveal the worst ! 

My child, my Viola is dead ! — Lead me, good friend. 
To weep o'er her pale corse. — Oh! blighted rose, 
I soon shall join thee in the welcome grave ! 

Seb. Thy daughter is alive ; yet 'tis a tale 
Will wring thy bosom: I would fain delay 
The shock I cannot soften — ^thou art weak. 
Weary, and faint. Be patient ; take repose.— 
Thou wilt have need of all thy foititude. 
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I Ve loved Viola till my burning brain 
Enphrensied, spught to reconcile my soul 
To doom a father to a death of shame ! 
They told me he must die — die by the axe — 
If I refused to marry one who held 
The fatal secret of his guilt. Alas ! 
Good Claudio ! 'twas this too, too honest heart. 
That did betray me into guilt! — I gave 
Implicit credit to the artful tale ; — 
This, this is the truth ; I am unchanged — 
The simple victim of a vUe deceit. 

CI, My aching heart has need of smne repose— 
Some hope that truth has not for ever fled , 
From human breasts.—- Oh ! I ^ould fain believe 
That thou art innocent. — Let me behold 
Viola happy, and 111 kiss thy feet. 
Bless thee, and die ! — 

Lor, Oh ! thou shalt live — ^live long — 
To witness our unstained felicity ! 
For we s^ain shall taste ecstatic bliss 
In our beloved retreat. — I pant to leave 
These gilded palaces, so coldly grand ! 

CL Where is my daughter ? Oh ! let me behold 
The treasure of my soul! — ^When she is safe 
Locked in these aged arms, barbarian, 
I may forgive thy wanton cruelty. 

Lor. Oh ! I deserve thy pity, not thy hate ! 
And that sweet innocent shall plead my cause 
With all the touching eloquence of love.— 
Thou must forgive me for Viola's sake. 
Haste, my good father/ lead her to our cot ; 
She now is safe beneath my kinsman's roof. 
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Count Ferdinand. Til to the palace straight. 
At night rU join thee at our fairy bower ;— 
I dare not leave this hated city^s walls 
Amid the blaze of day. — A prying band. 
My father's myrmidons, would track my steps. 
Report my flight, and overthrow my plans. 

CL I have no choice — and I must trust thy words. 
If there's a spark of virtue in thy breast. 
Thoult not again deceive a weak old man. 
The bitter curse of every honest heart 
Shall hang upon thy steps, if thou art false. 
Earth shall disdain to bear so foul a load — 

The troubled sea shall rise in fearful storms 

« 

At thy approach, yet cast thee on the shore. 
Lest thy accursed form pollute its waves — 
And poor Viola's disregarded shrieks. 
Her frantic cries, shall ring upon thy brain. 
And pierce thy stricken heart with dark despair ! 

Lor. Oh ! deeply, deeply dost thou wrong my hearty 
My father, by these doubts ! Heaven's dewy tears. 
An angel's snowy plumes, are not more free 
From earthly stain, than is my honest soul. 
Unblemished by one false, deceitful thought ! 
When thou dost know the pangs I have endured. 
Thy want of charity will grieve thine heart. 

CL As thou dost act by Viola, may Heaven 
Bless thee, or curse! — 

Lor, Listen to his praiyer. 

Ye holy angels ! — If I should again 
Wound my sweet Viola, by thought or deed. 
Oh ! may hell's denizens demand their prey^ 
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And leize upon my soul ere 'tis released 

From mortal thraldom ! [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

A gloomy part of the Adimari Palace Gardens; a 
Cypress Covert to the left. 

Enter Olympia wrapped in a veil, 

01. Hated, abandoned on my bridal day ! 
Where is the happiness I fondly thought 
Would grace my nuptial hour? All Naples rings 
With songs of joy — a thousand jealous hearts 
Are sick with envy at Lorenzo's fate — 
Yet scorned, neglected, pitied, and despised, 
I wander through these melancholy walks ! — 
Adored Lorenzo ! has my faithful love 
Deserved this keen contempt? Oh ! shall my wrongs 
Be unrevenged ? I will not weep alone! — 
My rival — yes, that happy peasant girl — 
Oh ! must she triumph in my misery ? 
No ! no ! no ! no ! she shall shed tear for tear ! — 
Unfortunate Olympia ! thou wert wont. 
In other hours, e'en by thy faintest smile. 
To give delight ; and now, affliction, grief. 
Are all thou canst bestow ! I'll seek the prince : 
My right brother will espouse my cause* — 
Unkind Lorenzo, thou hast wooed my hate ! [Exit* 

Enter Ferdinand disguised in a cloak, and Viola. 

Viola. Where is my husband? Is the appointed qpot 
Still distant? 
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fer. In the seclttBion of ycm cypreea grbve 
Re waits to see thee. 

VUla. Tis ^ dismal place ! 

1 will not enter it^-do you .proceed-* 
I dare not venture in that sullep gloom. — 
Bring my Lorenzo to my eager eyes ; 
in rest the while^ and wait for your return. 

Fer. It is an idle fear— on ! on ! The shades 
Of yonder covert ^ 

Viola. Ha ! I know that voice ! 

Tis not Sebastiaii's. Ah ! I am betrayed ! 

Fer. To happiness, Viola. In my love» 
My ardent, fond idolatry, thoult find 
A balm for all thy woes. 

Viola. Begone! begone! 

Silence ! nor dare insult me vrith thy bold 
Licentious love. Lorenzo ! oh Lorenzo ! 
Are all my cries, my prayers^ unheard by thee ? 

Fer. Lorenzo revels in tiie witching smiles 
Of fair Olympia — paints^ to swdl her.pride> 
In glovring tinti^ the charms which he resigned 
For her resplendent beauty. — Thou art made 
A theme for sport ; — and canst thou still adore 
This perjured man ? Oh! banish firom thy htfsrt' 
All thought^ all feeling for a vnretoh so base. 

Fiola. Lorenzo, come and sate thy crod eyes 
With thy poor vidimus agoniea* PeiehaQce, 
When I am cold and mouldering in my grave. 
Thou wilt repent thy falsehood ; thy ston heart 
May then feel |»ty for the hapless fate 
Of one who loved too well ; and thou wilt shed 
A tender tear upon my lowly grave. 
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Oh ! if thou lovest me^ stab me to the hearty 
And rid me of this miserable life ! 

Fer. Thou hast long years of happiness in store*. 
Be mine ! be mine t I will ancenge thy wrongs ! 
Whatever of splendour that the world can give — 
Riches and rank — ^the glittering pageantry 
Of courtly pomp— a thousand humble slaves — 
And the fond homage of one faithful heart — 
Shall aye be thine. 

Viola, Leave, leave me to my griefs. 

What are the splendours of the world to me. 
Whose hopes are bounded in an early grave ? 

Fer. Viola, stay ! the crisis of my fate 
Is now at hand ; thou art the arbitress 
Who must decide. Oh ! thou canst save a soul ! — 
Pause, ere thou plunge it in the dread abyss. 
To howl for ever in undying pangs ! 
A sinner asks eternal life of thee. 
Be mine, sweet innocent ! Thy melting eyes. 
Thy soft angelic smile^ thy fond caress, 
Shall sooth the fiery demons in my breast. 
And humanize my heart. — ^The saints of Heaven, • 
Hymning religious strains of holy joy. 
Shall bless thee for thy diaritable deeds ! — 
We'll fly to «ome lone wilderness, where love 
Shall rear a faiiy palace : thou shalt reign 
Its lovely queen, and I will be thy slave. 

riola. Too long I have allowed thy daring tongue 
To pour its dark pollution in mine ears. 
Thy hopes are vain ! Oh ! thou canst fill my breast 
With nothing 'save abhorrence and disgust. 

Fer. Beware ! beware ! nor wake the sleeping fiend 
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To acts of desperate ferocity. 

Tremble, insulting girl ! No gentle thrill 

Of pity ever touched my fire-seared breast. — 

Like the foul demon riding on the blast 

Exhaled from Asia's fens, whose plague-fraught breath 

Transforms each flowery mead to arid sands, — 

I joy to see Nature's fair works destroyed. 

And withered 'neath my devastating hand. 

Viola. Come, glut thy fury in my heart's best blood — 
*Twill be an act of kindness ! Drench thy sword ! 
ForIamw«aryofawr4tchedUfe. 
Unblest by my adored Lorenzo's love ! 

Fer. No, lovely woman ! I reserve my sword 
To pierce my rival's heart ! — Too beautiful. 
Too exquisitely fair, sweet, sweet Viola ! 
Were it not sin of deepest, darkest dye. 
To steel my breast against thy wondrous charms ? 
Come to my arms ! — Oh ! bless me with thy smiles ! — 
Consent! consent! — or force shall make thee mine! 

Viola. Thou fiend in human shape ! thy savage arts 
Belie the name and lineaments of man ! — 
Help ! help ! Oh ! all ye guardian saints 
Who wait on innocence, will ye not rid 
The shuddering world of one, whose monstrous crimes 
Call for your righteous vengeance on his head ? 

Fer. Thy cries are useless ; my adventurous boat 
Shall spread its canvass to the favouring gale. 
And waft thee quickly from thy native shore. 
To form in distant realms my Paradise, 
My Eden of delight. 

Fiola. Oh ! aid me, aid me, Heaven ! 
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Rich with sweet melody! Oh ! whilst I hung 

Enraptured, as the gentle accents fell. 

Like balm from Heaven, my weary soul, entranced 

In unexpected bliss, forgot its woes. — 

My father's blessing is the only boon 

I covet now, to perfect all my joys. 

Enter Ferdinand. 

Fer. I come to bring thee liberty and love. 
To chase the tear-drops from thy lovely eyes, 
And teach thy trembling lips to smile again ! 
Now thou art all mine own ; for 'tis my voice 
Alone can snatch thee from the yawning grave. 

Viola. Rather than owe my life to thee, the earth 
Should heap its masses on my living form. 
Begone ! begone ! veil from my shuddering eyes 
Thine hideous image ! 'tis far worse than death ! 

JPer. Beware ! retract those keen insulting words ; 
My fury, waked, will prove unquenchable ! 
Thou must be mine ! The powers of Heaven and Hell 
Should vainly strive to force thee from my arms ! — 
Oh ! though the skies rained fire — the living flame 
Rolled in thick volumes from yon mountain's peak. 
Pouring red vengeance on a shrieking world — 
Though earth obeyed the terrible command^ 
And oped its bosom vnth the mighty crash 
Of ruined cities — ^in the dread abyss, 
I'd clasp thee close within my fierce embrace! 

Fiola, Thy power is fled ! I know Lorenzo's truth ! 
He comes to free me from this horrid place. 
To shelter me for ever in his heart !-^ 
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Thine art, thy falsehood^ will not now avail ! 
My husband loves me — ^we again shall meet. 
Never to separate. 

jFer. Ha! then I must be brief. — 

Lost creature, think not to escape my power ; 
Lorenzo will not clasp a guilty wife 
In rapture to his breast. Thou must avoid 
His piercing eyes when he approaches thee ; 
Thy shrieks, thy agony, shall tell thy shame ! 
Proclaim my triumph — force shall make thee mine. 

[Seizes Viola. 

Viola. Save me, Lorenzo, save thy wretched wife ! 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Lor. Remorseless villain ! welcome to mine eyes ! 
No hand save mine shall deal the punishment 
Thy guilt deserves ! 

Fer. Come on, Lorenzo ; 

Intruding fool, thou dost but tempt thy fate ! 

[Theyjigkt; Lorenzo falls. 
Ha ! thou art conquered ! see, the life-blood streams 
Obedient to my stroke ! I, I have quenched 
Each spark of life ! — Lorenzo now is dust. 

[Viola stands in speechless agony over the body. 

Enter Claudio, the Prince of Parma, and 

Attendants. 

Prince. Seize and disarm the murderer ! 
Demon, the rack and wheel await thy guilt ! — 
Death by my sword were punishment too light 
For sin like thine. — Secure the criminal. 
And bear him to a dungeon ! 
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jFer. Though no tear 

Will fall to grace my funeral obsequies, 
I leave you cause for grief. [Exit guarded^ 

Prince. Ah me ! I fear we have arriyed too late ! 
The lamp of life is out ; — a dismal fate 
For one so noble and so young ! Alas ! 
Alas ! he should not thus have died ! 
Sweet mourner, raise thine eyes to realms of bliss ; 
Lorenzo's spirit soars upon the wing 
Of holy angels. 

CI. My own sweet daughter, weep not for the dead-*— 
They are most happy ; in the silent grave 
Alone dwells peace ; we both shall soon be there. 

Viola. My father's voice ! It is a long, long time 
Since we have met. See what a fearful change ! 
But yester mom radiant with beauty. 
Glowing with youth and health, thy buoyant heart 
O'erflowed with love and bliss ; the meanest thing 
Inspired thy generous breast with tenderness. 
And shared thy bounty. What, what art thou now? 
An heap of nameless dust, a senseless mass 
Of fast decaying clay ! Sent down from Heaven 
To mitigate the sorrows of mahkind — 
To gladden, by thy sweet and joyous smile. 
Thy sympathizing tear, thy liberal hand. 
All human anguish — and transform the sigh 
Of hopeless misery to throbs of joy! 
Oh, my Lorenzo ! Art thou, art thou dead ? 

CI. Thy piercing exclamations rend my heart! — , 
Look up, my child ! thou art my all on earth ! — 
Oh, these are trials sent us from above 
To wean our souls from this vain empty world I 
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And we must bend befooe the chastecaog hmA 
Of righteous Providence. Thy lather dbares. 
Oh, deeply sfcaiefl ihy grief! I, I have borne 
Enough to break a atemer beart than nusie ! 
And still 'tis defiidned to esidure new pangfi. 
In prayer alooe lOanst thou 'find ^icxsaSort, Jove ; 
Just Heaven requires subiaission to its (irilL 
What are all earthly sorrows ? — human bliss — 
Compared to those bright everlasting joys 
Which wait the pious Christian, in yon realms 
Of never ending peace ? — Pour out thy soul 
Before the dread, the righteous throne of Heaven-»- 
And thou shalt be consoled. 

Viola. 1 ,8M5n consoled — 

Am happy — these are tears of joy. — 
Rejoice with me : my husband is not dead — 
Do not believe it — 'tis impossible — 
An artful tale invented by the fiend. — 
Oh, my Lorenzo ! bind the blushing wreath 
Which thou hast twined so fancifully, 'mid 
My flowing hair.— Bring the bridal robe— 
Tis white and dazzling — sorrow cannot pierce 
The holy textiure. Father, take my hand ! 
Thou shalt dispose it. — Ha ! the ring ! the ring ! 
Tis stained with blood ! it shivers in the air ! — 
This is no wedding ! — Bless me ! bless thy child ! 

{Viola f alii dead upon the body of Lorenzo. 

CI. Thy stainless soul has winged its flight to Heaven, 
My child ! my Viola ! — Teach me, friends, to bear 
The burthen of my grief. Break, break, old heart!— 
Oh, miracle of truth and loveliness ! 
Thy fi^pji;^Da. jtie^p yias ^Jiprt^and iiill of woet.— 
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Lorenzo and Viola ! Those sweet names^ 

Entmned for ever in an epitaph. 

Shall teach a mournful lesson to the young. 

Rest ye in endless peace ; no mockery 

Of pious grief in sculptured marble forms 

Shall deck your mutual grave — but o'er ye bend 

A living monument of endless woe ! 

[The Curtain falls. 



THE END. 
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